
FOR THIS 

1« I T T Za m O If a ^ . 
" gaffer ibe |KtiU (KljUbrcrt to come unto gTc, anb forbib tljcm not, for of suclj is % Jtincjbom of (Sob." 

VOL. HI. NEW YORK, JANUARY, 1873. NO. 1. 

ELSIE'S LAMB, 
OT?, 

"ONE"WHO WILL NEVER D I E / ' 

" He was oppressed, and He was afflicted, yet He opened 
not His mouth : He is brought as a lamb to the slaughter, 
and as a sheep before her shearers is dumb, so He opened not 
His mouth."—Isaiah LIII. 7-

ie 

LSIE had a little lamb 
given her by a kind farm
er who lived near her 
fathers, and of which she 
soon became extremely 
fond. It was the great

est of pets, and as she watched 
it every day getting bigger and 
bigger, it seemed as it her heart 
loved it more and more. Dear 
Utile " Iambic," as she called it, 
occupied all the thoughts she 
could spare from her lessons, 
and sometimes even she was 
thinking about "Iambic" when 
she ought to have been mind
ing only her lessons. 

All the time she had to herself 
was spent in the company of her 
dear little pet, and little " Iamb
ic" seemed to be as fond of Elsie 
as Elsie was of it, and would run 
up to her the moment it saw her 
coming. Morning and evening 
she shared her milk with " lamb-

and her greatest" pleasure 
was to lead it about with a blue 
ribbon into little green bits of 
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pasture, and watch it nibble off the sweet 
grass. 

One day while Elsie was at her lessons a 
fierce dog got into the field where "Iambic" 
was kept and killed it, and when she came 
out to play with her little pet, she could 
not find it. She called u lambie ! Iambic! 
where are you ?" but no little " Iambic " 
came running up to her at the sound of her 
voice. At last she saw it lying quite still 
in the corner of the field, and went over to 
it expecting " lambie " was so sound asleep 
that it had not heard her. When she found 
out that it was dead, her grief was extreme 
and for days she did nothing but cry after 
dear little " lambie," and nothing any one 
could say or do could console her. 

About a month after " Iambic's " death, 
God sent her a dear little baby brother, and 
this drew her thoughts away from the lost 
lamb, so that after a while, though she did 
not forget it, she became so fond of " baby" 
that she was quite happy once more. Her 
little heart had again an object that occu
pied it, and her great joy was to watch 
u baby " being washed and dressed and fed, 
and go out walking with it and the nurse. 
Sometimes she was allowed to sit in a chair 
and hold the dear little thing in her arms, 
and this was the greatest pleasure of all. 
No happier little girl could be found any
where than Elsie was when she was " taking 
care," as she called it, of " the baby." 

But this is a sad world we live in, and 
" baby" was only about six weeks old when 
it took ill and died too. Poor Elsie's little 
heart seemed fairly broken now, and she 
became quite ill with sorrow. The day that 
" baby " was buried, and after she had just 
been watching the little coffin carried out 
of the house, she threw herself into her 
mother's arms in an uncontrolable fit of 
weeping, and clinging round her neck cried 
out, u O h ! mamma! mamma! the kind 
farmer gave me little ' lambie,' and I loved 
it so and it died ; then God gave me ' baby,' 
a n d ! loved eveu more that 'Iambic, 'and 
now it is dead; can't you give me some
thing to love that will never die ?" 

Her mamma pressed the little weeping 
girl to her own sorrow-stricken breast, and 
softly whispcrd in her ear, " Yes darling, I 
can tell you of l One who will never die/ 

! and if you love Him you will have no such 
| sorrow to go through again as you are now 
I feeling." 

Elsie listened eagerly while her mother 
j told her the story of Him who was born in 
i the manger of Bethlehem, and who after 
having lived a life of love in this world, 
had been nailed by cruel men to the cross 
of Calvary, and then buried in the grave. 
How God had raised Him from the dead, 
and that He was a living man in heaven at 
God's right hand. She told her how by 
His death He had put away the sins of those 
who love Him, and that if she would give 
her heart to Him, He would give her ease 
and comfort, as well as tell her that all her 

j sins were put away by His death, and that 
she would hear Him saying to her, " I am 
He that liveth, and was dead, and behold I 

j am alive for evermore." 
Elsie had often heard this story before, 

but it had never struck her in the way it 
did now. She felt as she never felt before, 
how she needed this One that says " I am 

I He that liveth and was dead, and behold, I 
I am alive forevermore," and there and then, 
on her mother's breast, she believed on Him, 
and began to love the " One that will never 
die." ^ 

Elsie soon was quite consoled for the loss 
of " lambie " and " baby," and became a 

; happy little follower of the Lord Jesus. 
I S.ie loved Him thoroughly, as all her words 
1 and ways afterwards told, and her joy is 
'. now in looking out for Him to come and 
take her to be with Himself in 'heaven. 

I Dear Children,—Let Elsie's little lamb, 
killed by the cruel dog, and the sorrow it 
give her heart, be a picture before your 
minds of God's spotless lamb killed by cruel 
men, and the sorrow it was to His heart to 

i see His own dear Son thus slain. If Elsie 
could, she would have prevented the cruel 
dog from killing her pet lamb, and thus 
have saved herself the deep sorrow it gave 

i her to sec it dead, but she could not. God 
could have prevented His dear Son, that 
precious " Lamb of God," from being killed 
and could have saved Himself all that ter
rible sorrow, and Jesus His dreadful sufter-
ings, but then where should we poor sin
ners have been without that precious blood 
which cleanses from all sin. It was God's 
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love that gave His Son to die, and it was 
the love of Jesus to us that let Himself be 
thus killed. Think of all this, and then my 
dear children, will you not all follow Elsie's 
example, and believe on Him who died on 
the cross for you ? Will you not give your 
hearts to this '" One who will never die," 
and be found amongst the many other dear 
little ones who are waiting " for their Lord 
from heaven ?" 

" WHITER THAN SNOW." 

" Can you tell me of anything that is 
winter than snow ?" inquired one who was 
addressing a Sunday school class. 

"The soul that has been washed in the 
blood of Jesus," was the very satisfactory 
answer given by a little girl. 

Never did little lips speak a truer word 
than that, and happy the little heart that 
realizes its full meaning. God's word is the 
authority for such a statement, and He says 
" Come now, and let us reason together : 
though your sins be as scarlet the) shall be 
as white as snow : though they be red like 
crimson they shall be as wool."—Is. 1, 13. 

David felt he needed such a washing as 
that, and he says to God, " Wash me and I 
shall be ivhiler than snow."—Ps. 51, 7. 

The apostle John tells us the " Blood of 
Jesus Christ, God's son, cleauses us from all 
sin."—1st John, 1, 7. 

All believers in the Lord Jesus,can sing, 
" uiito Him who loved us, and washed us 
from our sins in His own blood."—Rev. 1, 5. 

The redeemed are said to be in heaven 
because they have washed their robes and 
made them white in the blood of the Lamb." 
—Rev. 8, 14. And there they sing a new 
song to the Lamb, " Thou art worthy, for 

Thou wast slain and hast redeemed us to 
God by Thy blood." 

Little reader, is your soul " whiter than 
snow ?" Are your robes washed, and 
" made white in the blood of the Lamb ?" 
and are you looking forward to sing that 
" new song?" If not, what will become of 
you ? 

A NEW YEAR'S HYMN 

FOR A LITTLE DISCIPLE OF THE LORD JESUS. 

0 Lovd, my foolish heart 
Would lead me oft estray, 

But Thou my faithful Shepherd art, 
0 ! keep me day by day. 

And, Lord, my tongue is apt 
To speak some foolish word 

Unless by Thee I'm daily taught, 
And Thou fresh grace afford. 

Mine ears will oft attend 
To vain and foolish talk, 

Unless I'm hearkening to my Friend, 
And with Him daily walk. 

My feet are apt to tread 
In paths that lead from Thee, 

But if by Thee I'm daily led, 
In safety I shall be. 

Mine eyes will oft delight 
In things that foster pride, 

But if Thou fill my soul with light 
1 humble shall abide. 

Lord Jesus, I would long 
More like Thee here to be, 

Till I shall join that ransomed throng, 
And there Thy glory see. 

And there I'll sing Thy love, 
Which saved my soul from hell; 

I'll cast my crown with those above, 
And of Thy mercy tell. 

TRUE OBEDIENCE. 
A boy was tempted by some of bis com

panions to pluck some ripe chemes from a 
tree which his father had forbidden him to 
touch. 

" You need not be afraid," said they "for 
if your father should find out that you had 
taken them, he is so kind that he will not 
hurt you.,, 

" That is the very reason," replied the 
boy, ",why I should not touch them. It is 
true my father may not hurt me; yet my 
disobedience, I know, would hurt my fath
er ; and that would be worse to me than 
anything else." 

Was not that an excellent reason ? 
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Toxt for 1873. 

Who holds me with Jlis mighty nrm, 
And keeps me day by day from harm? 
Who guards uic while T sleep at night, 
And bids me wake, with heart so light? 
Who gives me health, and el itlies, and food, 
And Ms me want for nothing good? 
"M'is God, the God who dwells above, 
That does it all —for •' God is Love." 

Who gave the blessed book to me, 
To tell me what I ought to be? 
Who calls a little sinful child 
Tn words so sweet and voice so mild? 
Who bids me come to Christ and live, 
And He will all my sins forgive? 
Tis God, the God who dwells above, 
That speaks it all—for " God is Love." 
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THE FATAL BLOW. 

f
N a fit of passion Cain slew his broth
er Abel. It was the first fatal blow 
that ever was struck in this world. 
But I want you, dear children to read 
about a fatal blow that was struck by 

^ ( ^ a little girl in a fit of passion, and 
may the Lord use this solemn story to warn 
you against giving way to angry passions, 
and when you feel your tempers rising, 
lead you to Himself in prayer for grace to 
overcome them. I give you the story as it 
was told by her mamma to a little girl who 
was in the habit of giving way to a violent 
temper. 

Little Harriet M—was between four and 
five years old, and in many respects a good 
little girl. But she had a very violent 
temper, which, when anything teased or 
provoked her, threw her in a perfect fury, 
striking and tearing whatever was in her 
way. One day, as her mamma was passing 
the nursery door, she heard a great noise 
within, and her little Harriet's voice very 
loud indeed. Opening the door, she saw 
Ilariiet, with her little face distorted and 
swollen with rage, her curly hair all thrown 
into disorder, while with her feet and hands 
she was kicking and striking one of the 
servants, and crying out, " I don't love you, 
Mary ! I don't love you! I hate you !" She 
stopped when she saw her mamma. "What 
is the meaning of all this?" said Mrs. M—. 
"It is just this, ma'am," replied the servant, 
"that Miss Harriet was throwing water 

•about the room out of her little new jug ; 
when I forbade her, she threw water in my 
face, and when I attempted to take hold of 
her to carry her to you, as you desired 
when she did wrong, she flew at me and 

struck me as you have seen." Mrs. M 
looked very grave, and lifted the sobbing 
Harriet in her arms, and carried her into 
her own room. She sat down with her on 
her lap, and remained quite quiet until the 
angry sobs had almost ceased. Prayer to 
God followed, while Harriet still trembled 
exceedingly. She had begun to wish that 
God would forgive her, and deliver her from 
her wicked feelings, when her mamma again 
lifted her to her lap, and asked if her rage 
was all gone. "Not quite, mamma, but it's 
going." "Very well," said her mamma, 
"until it is quite gone I shall tell you a 
story that I was told when I was young, 
and I hope it will make as deep an impres
sion on your mind, my poor child, as it did 
on mine, and prove through God's blessing 
as effectual a check on your bad and furious 
temper. 

"Lord and Lady were very great 
and rich people. They had only one child, 
a daughter, of whom they were very fond. 
She was, in truth, a very fine little creature, 
lively, merry, affectionate, and exceedingly 
beautiful; but like you, Harriet, she had a 
bad temper. Like you, she got into trans
ports of rage when anything befell her, and 
would strike at any one or anything that 
provoked her. Like you, after every fit of 
rage, she was grieved and ashamed of her
self and resolved never to give way thus 
again ; but as soon as the next temptation 
came, all her sorrow was forgotten, and she 
was as angry as ever. When she was just 
your age, her mamma had a little son—a 
sweet, sweet little tender baby. Her papa 
and * mamma were glad, and little Eveline 
would have been also glad, had not the 
servants very foolishly and wickedly teased 
her by telling her that papa and mamma 
would not care for her now; this little 
brother would be their sole love and 
pleasure, and they would never mind her. 
Poor Eveline burst into a passion of tears, 
and cried bitterly. 'You are a wicked 
woman to say so. Mamma will always love 
me. I know she will.' She darted out of 
the nursery, and flew to her mamma's 
room, the servant in the nursery called after 
her, 'Come, come, miss, you needn't go to 
your mamma's room; she won't sec you 
now.' Eveline burst open the door of her 
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mamma's room, but was instantly caught I 
hold by a stranger woman she never had seen 
before. 'My dear,' said this person, 'you I 
cannot be allowed to see your mamma just 
now.' She would have said more; she 
would have told Eveline that the reason she 
could not see her mamma then was because 
she was ill, and must not be disturbed. But 
Eveline was too angry to listen. She 
screamed, and kicked at the woman, who 
finding her so unreasonable, lifted her out 
of the room, and carrying her into the 
nursery put her down, saying to the servant 
there that she must prevent miss coming to 
her mamma's room. Eveline heard this, 
and it added to her rage ; and then this 
wicked servant laughed at her, and said, 
'I told you so, miss ; you see mamma docs ! 
not love you now !' The poor child became I 
mad with rage ; she darted at the cradle 
where lay the poor little new-born baby. 
and oh, Harriet! Harriet! like as you did 
to Mary just now, struck it with all her force 
—struck it with a smoothing iron on the 
little tender head ;—it gave one ieeble, 
struggling cry, and breathed no more." 

"Why, mamma," cried Harriet, bursting I 
into tears, "why did it breathe no more ?" J 

"It was dead—killed by its own sister !" | 
"Oh, mamma! what a dreadful thing ! 

what a wicked little girl! I am not so wicked 
as her; I never killed a little baby," sobbed 
Harriet, as she laid her face in her mother's 
bosom, and clung to her neck. I 

"My dear child," replied Mrs. M , 
were you not in as great rage when I came I 
to the nursery door as Eveline was when ! 
she struck the fatal blow ? Were you not ! 

striking Miry with all your might, not one • 
blow, but repeated blows ? And had Mary 1 
been, like the object of Eveline's rage a little \ 
baby, you would have killed her. It was : 

only because she was bigger and stronger 
than yourself that you did not actually do 
so. Then no one can wonder that Eveline ! 
was made angry by her wicked maid. Yet ' 
even as to this, remember, if Eveline had ' 
not in her passion refused to listen to the ' 
nurse she saw in her mamma's room, she ! 

would then have heard that it was from ' 
no change in her mamma's love that she 
had not seen her for several days, but be- ' 
cause she was confined to bed." ! 

"And what did Eveline's poor mamma 
say to her for killing the baby ?" 

"Eveline never 'again saw her mamma ; 
she died that night of grief and horror on 
hearing that her sweet infant was murdered, 
and by whom?" 

"Oh, dear, dear mamma, how dreadful! 
And what became of Eveline ?" 

"All I know is that she lived to grow up, 
to inherit the family title and wealth, fully 
informed of the fatal deed by which she had 
attained so many deplorable honors. She 
herself became a mother, and was most 
amiable and highly esteemed ; but in all 
her life she was never known to smile." 

"And, mamma, was it a quite true story ? 
It is so dreadful." 

"Yes, my child, it is a quite true story. 
May it be a warning for you throughout 
your life. Rest not without forgiveness 
through Christ's precious blood, not only 
for the passion you have been in to day, but 
for all your sins. 'The blood of Jesus Christ 
(God's Son) cleanseth us from all sin.' 
Washed in that blood, seek grace to live 
every day so as to please Jesus. And 
whenever an angry thought would rise, and 
you feel as though you must rush into evil, 
cry to Jesus. Beg of him for his own 
name's sake to keep you from it, and to 
make you love the person you are tempted 
to be angry with." 

Now that you have read this sad and sol
emn, and as I know it to be, true story. I 
want you to learn this verse from God's 
word : " He that is slow to anger is better 
than the mighty; add he that ruleth his 
spirit than he that taketh a cily." 

DISOBEDIENCE AND ITS CONSE
QUENCES. 

Alice, to her side. 
"Alice," she said, " I shall not be home 

till seven or eight o'clock to-night, and I 
want you to promise me that you will be 
very good indoors to-day. I do not wish 
you to go beyond iha play-house; yon may 
amuse yourself there if you arc well wrapped 
up. Mary is ill and cannot attend to you 
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when you are out of the nursery, so be a 
good girl, and mind me, and I know you ! 
will be glad when the evening comes." I 

Alice kissed her mother, and she went 
away. j 

The first hour or two passed, and she was ' 
very happy ; then she said, ! 

" Nurse, may I go into the play-house for i 
a little while." 

" Yes, dear, if you don't go further." 
Off ran the little girl into a large outhouse 

which her papa and mamma had fitted up for 
her amusement, and there she had nice toys • 
to play with, besides a see-saw and a rock
ing-horse. This afternoon she played con
tentedly for a little while, but after a time | 
she grew tired, and began to wonder why 
she might not run in the garden. 

Presently as she was looking and longing 
to go, she saw her hoop lying on the gravel 
path some distance off. 

" I am sure mamma would'not wish that to 
stay there all night, for it might get spoiled 
if the rain should come; it could not be 
wrong to pick it up," so she ran quickly 
down the path after it. When she reached 
the place where it lay, she caught sight of 
her swing under the trees. 

" I must have two or three swings now I 
am here," she said; and in a moment she 
had jumped upon it, and was passing back
wards and forwards in the air. 

Having so far disobeyed her mamma, it was 
easy to go iurther, and though something j 
told her she was doing wrong, she still went j 
on and swung higher and higher, to keep 
her thoughts away from her mother's last j 
words. | 

No one could see her as she swung, for j 
the trees and shrubs hid her from the bight • 
of the house, so she spent half an hour in 
this way, feeling quite afraid to go in. But . 
at last Alice grew so cold (for the wind was j 
sharp and keen, and a mist was rising) that j 
she was obliged to go, and you may imagine , 
how frightened she felt when she caught i 
sight of a servant who had come out to look ! 
for her. 

Of course they scolded and told her she ( 
was a naughty girl, and little Alice had a 
miserable ending to what might have been a ; 
happy day. At eight o'clock her mamma was 
not home, so she was put to bed, but from 

the time she came in, she showed symptoms 
of a severe cold. 

When her mamma returned, late in the 
evening, she went to her little girl's bedside ; 
there she found nurse in quite a frightened 
state. She said the child had been making 
such a dreadful * noise in her throat, and 
seemed as if she would be choked. 

" It is the croup," said Mrs. W ells. " Oh, 
nurse, have you let her go out in this cold 
east wind ?" 

Then nurse was obliged to tell her mis 
tress of what Alice had done, and how dis
obedient she had been. 

Her mamma was very grieved and alarmed 
too, and sent off directly for the doctor. 
After a little while he came, and said it was 
a very bad attack, and for some little while 
they thought she would not get better; but 
the doctor was a very clever man, and knew 
what was the matter with her, so he gave 
her medicine which did her good, and at last 
she began to improve, and three or four days 
after was sitting on her mamma's lap by the 
fire. 

" Oh, Alice," she said, "how vexed I am 
to hear of what you have done, and how you 
disobeyed me; it shows me, and shows you 
too, what a naughty heart you have. You 
had everything to make you happy, and 
yet you longed after the one thing I denied. 
Are you sorry for what you have done?" 

" I am, dear mamma," sobbed Alice ; "do 
forgive me." 

" I will, dear, if you are truly sorry ; but 
you have offended God, and He will not, 
cannot pardon you, unless your sin is put 
away from His sight. Can you do anything 
to wipe away the stain, this sin,and all your 
sins have made ? For every sin you ever 
committed must be put away, or you can 
never get to heaven and be with Jesus." 

"No, mamma, I don't think I can." 
" What did I do when I came home and 

found you ill ? " 
" You sent for the doctor, and he did me 

good." 
"Quite right; through God's blessing it 

was so, and God says that you, and all in 
this world, have the disease of sin, and that 
it can only be taken away by going to the 
Great Physician. He alone can cure the sin-
sick soul, and can you tell me who this is?" 
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"You mean Jesus Christ, do you not 

mama ?" 
" I do, dear; and if you go to Him and 

own what a sad state you are in—that you 
are stained with sin, and are not fit for 
God's presence—and ask# Him to cleanse 
you with His precious blood, He will hear 
and answer you, and you will be healed and 
blessed for evermore. Then you will try 
and mind what the Great Physician says, 
and will not do those things which grieve 
Him. 

" So, I hope, dear Alice, you will go to 
Jesus to-day, own your sin before Him who 
loves you, and died for you, and you may 
be happier than you ever were in your life 
before." 

Children who read this, have you ever 
been disobedient or untruthful ? I am afraid 
so. Then confess your sin before God, and 
come to Jesus, who is waiting to pardon you 
and to bless you, because He took the sin
ner's place on the cross, and died that you 
might live. 

" He loves to wash poor sinners clean 
In His most precious blood, 

And make them fit to stand again 
Before a holy God. 

" And these shall spend eternity 
Beneath their Savior's smile, 

A brighter home than Eden's theirs, 
Where nothing can defile." 

AFRAID OF GOD. 
SOME years ago, a band of missionaries in 

the Fiji Islands found their home surrounded 
by a troup of savages armed for battle. Be
ing both unable and unwilling to fight, they 
shut their door, and began to pray. 

Presently the howling of the savages 
ceased. Then one of the missionaries went 
out and found only one savage there. £aid 
the missionary : "Where are your chiefs ?" 

"They are gone. They heard you praying 
to your God ; and they know your God is a 
strong God; and they are gone." 

The savages were right at last. God is a 
strong God ; strong to help those who love 
him ; strong to punish his enemies. This 
strong God is the friend of loving little chil
dren. What good news this is for the weak 
and helpless! 

" The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom." 

Gospel Books and Tracts for Children 
To be obtained at the Depots, 

NEW YORK : 64 Bible House, Astor Place. 
BOSTON : 3 Tremont Row. 
SAN FRANCISCO : 227 Second Street. 
TORONTO : 390 George Street. 
MONTREAL : 4 Yonge Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalhousie Street. 
MANCHESTER, England : 93 Bloomsbury. 

fl^On account of the difference of duty on import
ed books, the prices in Canada are one-third less. 
Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be

ing a Sketch of the Life of Moses, with a Map 
and Cuts. In cloth boards 36 cents. 

Sophy's Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 
and Leviticus. 3 vols, in cloth, 36 c. each, sold 
separately or together. These descriptive lessons 
in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 
for the little ones. 

Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 
London. Illustrated. Cloth, 36 c. 

Olive Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 
6 cuts, 36 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or in 
packages containing two each of the series, 36 c. 

Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 
packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 

Narratives for the Young. First, Second, Third and 
Fourth series; Illustrated, in cloth limp, 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 36c. 

Helps for the Little Folks. A series of 8 stories, with 
8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c , or in packets of 2 each 
of the series 24c. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of " PURE 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CHRIST'R WOLS-
TON, 64 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should be 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 2f) 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities for giatuit-
ous distribution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 6 subscri
bers for us, to be sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams " tor the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. We believe it will be renl service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and we say the 
same to those who love the little ones. 

Subscribers will be kind enough to communicate 
AT ONCE with the respective depots they wish to 
receive it from, the number of copies they will take 
for the present year, so that an estimate of probable 
requirements may be known before going to press in 
February. 

The bound volumes of " P u r e Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 
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11 Going Home to Die no more." 

\N one of the large cities of this 
j ^ j ^ j continent, some earnest hearted 
^ " ^ christians are in the habit of col

lecting little children togciher at 
four o'clock on Saturday afternoon, to tell 
them about Jesus ; and through the truth 
taught in this way, hundreds of dear little 

ones have been brought to the 
knowledge of Jesus. 

I want to tell you of one dear 
little boy who- in this way was 
brought to Christ. He had a 
drunken father, for whom he 
often prayed ; and one day as 
he knelt and poured out his heart 
in prayer to God for his conver
sion, who should come in but the 
father! He took him by the col
lar, pulled him up from his knees, 
and said, " Let me hear no more 
of such praying, let me never 
catch you on your knees, praying-
like that again." The boy look
ed up, and said, "Oh, dear papa, 
I love you very much, and I love 
mamma, too ; but I love that 
dear Jesus who died for me, bet
ter still, and I cannot help pray
ing to Him ; but I will not pray 

in the house as you do not wish it." 
And so that dear child, away among the 

trees of the garden, communed with his 
heavenly Father, and prayed fervently for 
the conversion of his father and mother, 
and often was he kept without food because 
he loved that blessed Savior who had be
come so dear to his soul. 

At length he became ill; and as he lay 
upon his dying bed, he called his mother 
and said, " Dear mamma, I am going away 
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from this cold, cold room to my blessed j 
home, where there shall bo no night, i 
and no need of a candle. I shall not be 
long down here. I am going to have all 
my tears wiped away, and be forever with 
the Lord ; and I should like to see my dear 
papa once more before I go." 

She sent for her husband, (he was in a 
drinking house,) and when he came in, he 
rested his elbow upon the mantel-piece, 
and looked vacantly over at his dying child. 
u Do come near the bed, dear papa," the | 
little fellow said. He came over and bend
ing his head down, said " So you are dying, 
my child." " Oh no, papa, not dying, but 
I am going to my blessed, blessed home 
above, where we shall ' die no more/ Will 
you help me to sing that sweet hymn, papa," 

" I'm going home to die no more." 

" I cannot, I do not know it," the father 
said. " Will you join in the chorus ?" He 
promised to try ; and there stood the father 
and mother weeping bitterly, and the dear 
child comforting them. " Do not cry for 
me, I am going home to that blessed place j 
where tears shall be all wiped away." And 
then, raising his sweet voice he sang— 

We go the way that leads to God, 
The path that saints have ever trod ; 
So let us leave this sinful shore, 
For realms where we shall die no more. 

The ways of God are ways of bliss, 
And all His paths are happiness ; 
Then weeping souls, your grief give o'er, 
We're going home to weep no more. 

Come, sinner, come, 0 come along, 
And join our happy pilgrim throng; 
Farewell, vain world and all your store, 
We're going home to die no more. | 

The father and mother promised to give 
their-hearts to the same Savior whom he 
loved, and go where they should die no 
more. And, dear little children, may that 
precious Savior he yours, too ; so that when 
death comes you may be able to go home 
to that blessed place where we shall " DIE 
NO MORE." 

DO GOOD. 
Do good to all within your reach, 
By prayer, by action or by Hpeech ; 
Such is the lesson Christ did teach 
On Olives' mount, hy Jordan's beach. 

THIS little boy is plainly very much en
joying his play with his top ; and this 

is all right. God not only sent His Fon into 
this world to save little boys and girls, and 
cares for them in giving them food and 
clothing, but He also gives them to}rs to 
amuse them. Little children should there
fore be thankful to God for their innocent 
amusements, but they must take care the 
toys don't lead them to do what is wrong, 
and forget that they are only for TIME, and 
that they want something to make them 
happy for ETERNITY. 

A lady was once visiting at the house of 
a minister of Christ who had two sons. 
These two little boys were amusing them
selves with some beautiful toys. The lady 
on seeing them said, " Well, boys, are these 
your treasures ?" " No, ma'am," said the 
elder, " these are not our treasures—these 
are our playthings, our treasures are in 
hcaven.,, 

Little reader, have you any treasures in 
heaven, or have you only mere playthings ? 

i Have you got Jesus in your hearts? If 
I you have, you have treasures in heaven. II 
[ not, you have only playthings for time, and 
what is going to make you happy in eter
nity ? 

• — ^ • • • ^ — — . 

I "THOSE WHO HAVE CHRIST NEVER 
DIE." 

N a bright frosty morning in Decem
ber, in a railway carriage, stood a 
little black boy warming himself by 

the stove. He had a bright intelligent face, 
(although he was black,) so I asked him if 
he knew how to read, and if he had a bible 
of his own. He said he had, and that the 
Bible told him " of the Lord." I then ask. 
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eel him what the Lord had done for him ? 
" Died for me," he replied. Would you be 
afraid to die ? I asked. What do you think, 
little reader, was his answer to my ques
tion ? " Those who have Christ never die," 
was the little boy's reply. His answer sur
prised me very much, for he had told me 
he was only thirteen. I asked him what 
he meant. He said, " It is not dying to go 
and be with the Lord." 

Only thirteen years old as he was, God 
had taught his young heart that there was 
One now living- in Heaven who had died 
many, many years ago on the cross for him, 
and this little boy did not think that it was 
dying to go and live with One who loved 
him so much, that He died for him. He 
had no fear, because as he said, " He died 
for me." 

He was only a little black boy, and his 
parents were poor, but though he had no 
toys to play with, and had to work for his 
bread by keeping up the fire in the stove, 
and attending to the wants of the people in 
the train, yet he was very happy, for he had 
learned by reading his bible, that the Lord 
loved him, and that he would one day have 
a happy home up in heaven with that same 
Lord Jesus who had died for him. 

Perhaps some little boy or girl who may 
read this story of the boy in the train, will 
exclaim, " but he was black—I would not 
like to talk to a black boy ?" Do you know, 
dear child, that although this little boy had 
a black face, he had a white heart. Do you 
know how he had a white heart ? I will 
tell you. The blood of the Lord Jesus, 
who died for him, made his heart white, by 
putting away the sins which once had made 
it much blacker than his face. I want you 
to remember that God is now looking on 
your heart; and tell me does His eye see a j 
black or a white heart, when He looks at i 
yours ? I do not ask you if He sees a white , 
face, but docs God sec a while heart ? 

Dear, dear child, whoever you may bo, 
rich or poor, be your face ever so white, if 
your heart is not white, you are not saved, 
you cannot go to be with the Lord in heav
en, and when Jesus comes again, (and He 
might come before to-night,) He will take 
the little black-faced boy to that bright hap-1 
py home above, which He has gone to pre

pare for all the little boys and girls who 
believe in Him. Can yous&y with the little 
black boy of whom I have been telling you, 
" Jesus died for me ?" 

I am quite sure the Lord will take the 
little black boy, whom I saw in the train, 
to be with Himself, for his heart was white 
because he believed in Jesus. You say, "but 
what will become of me ?" You will be 
left behind, for though your face was white 
your heart was black. You do not need a 
white face to go to heaven. A black face 
will never shut any one out of heaven, but 
a black heart will! 

Dear little reader, have you a white heart ? 
If not. why is it not white ? You may say, 
" Oh, I am not good enough, but I do make 
promises to be better another day, but then 
I always break them—I don't think I will 
ever get good." 

I think you are forgetting how the little 
black boy got a white heart. It was not by 
making promises to be better another time, 
and keeping them even. No, he failed quite 
as much as you so often do, but he got his 
black heart made while by believing in Je
sus, and that precious blood of Jesus which 
" cleanses from all sin." 

A WORD IN SEASON. It was spoken to a 
boy of only four years old, by a friend of 
the family, who took up the child in his 
arms, and said to him, u There is such a 
thing, my dear child, as the pardon of sin, 
and there is such a thing as knowing it, 
too." This loving appeal went to the con
science of the child. Often and often, as 
he grew up, did he think " There is such a 
thing as the pardon of sin, and there is 
such a thing as knowing it, too," and at 
fourteen years of age he began in earnest 
to seek this great blessing. God gave him 
his desire. He found Christ and " redemp
tion through His blood which is the forgiv-
ness of sins." He lived to be a man, and 
became a devoted minister of the gospel. 

At a missionary station among the Hot
tentots, the following question was asked: 
" Have we anything we have not received 
from God ?" A little girl of five years re
plied, " Yes sir, sin." " By one man sin 
entered into the world and death by sin." 
—Rom. v. 12. 
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THE DOVE AND THE ARK. 

f
N the eighth chapter of Genesis we 
are told, that when Noah wanted to 
know if the waters were abated from 
off the earth, he sent forth two birds, 
the one a raven and the other a dove, 
the one came back to him and the 

other did not. 
Did you ever think, dear little reader, 

why it was the raven did not come back in
to the ark, and the dove did ? 

You know that the ark is a type or pic
ture of Jesus, as the Savior of sinners; the 
One too, in whom God has treasured up all 
they need, as believers in Him, till they 
are actually with liim in a new heavens and 
a new earth. You know also, that the dark 
waters covering up the earth outside the 
ark, represent the world under judgment, 
out of which those who believe in Jesus 
are saved. 

Well, both the raven and the dove flew 
out of the ark we read ; the one found out
side of it what it liked and could live upon, 
and so continued outside ; the other could 
find nothing that it liked or could live upon, 
and so it came back to the ark. 

The difference thus we see was in the 
birds, and not in what surrounded them. 
They had not the same natures, and were 
different, too, in appearance, though both 
were birds. A raven is a black ugly bird, 
with sullen, low look, and harsh unmusical 
note. Just such as we should expect to 
sec, when we remember that it feeds upon 
carrion, or the putrifying bodies of dead 
animals. 

A dove is a pretty light colored bird, with 
gentle, loving look, and soft musical note. 
It feeds upon only fresh living things, as 
you know, if you have ever seen one. 

You can understand now, how it was the 
raven could stay outside the ark, where 
there were plenty of dead bodies, floating 
about, for it to feed upon. While the dove 
had to come back to the ark because there 
was nothing fresh and living for it to feed 
on save in the ark. 

Let us try now and apply this spiritually. 
In every believer in the Lord Jesus, young 
or old, there arc two natures,called in scrip
ture, " the old man," and " the new man ;" 
a bad heart and a good heart, so to speak. 

The raven, then, will represent the bad 
heart, and the dove the good heart. And 
just as the raven liked and lived upon the 
dead bodies floating on the waters outside 
the ark, so the " old man," or bad heart, 
likes and feeds upon the dead things of this 
world. And just as the dove could find 
nothing to feed upon outside where the ra
ven did, and came back to the ark, so the 
" new man " or good heart can find nothing 
to feed upon in the world, but has all its 
joy in Jesus and His things. And, if it 
finds anything fresh and living that feeds it 
in others, like the dove with the " olive 
leaf," it comes to Jesus to tell Him about 
it. 

A raven-heart or a dove-heart, which have 
you ? Try and think about this as you 
look at the picture of "THE DOYE AND 
THE ARK." 

jti DEAR GTRL, thirteen years of age was 
i t ! dying. Lifting her eyes toward the 
ceiling, she said softly, " Lift me higher !" 
Her mother raised her up with pillows a 
little, but she faintly said, " No, not that; 
but there !" again looking earnestly toward 
heaven. A few minutes later the Lord 
Jesus took her happy spirit to himself. On 
her grave stone these words are now carved: 

" JANE B., aged 13, lifted higher." 
A beautiful idea of dying, is it not ? 
" We are confident, I say, and willing 

rather to be absent from the body and pres
ent with the Lord."—1st. Cor. v. 8. 

" Having a desire to depart and be with 
Christ which is far better.—Phil. 1, 3." 

" For if we believe that Jesus died and 
rose again, even so them also that sleep in 
Jesus will God bring with Him."—1 Thes. 
iv. 14. 
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THE GOLDFINCH AND THE MARTIN. I 

HE year was growing old and autumn 
fast hastening away. The woods were I 

dressed in many colors, for the leaves of 
some trees were brown, and some were a I 
deep red, and some yet wore a sober green. | 
The ripe blackberries, and the redhip and 
haws decked the hedgerows, and afforded 
an abundant harvest to the merry little | 
birds ; and the chirping sparrows, tempted j 
by the plenty that reigned around, forsook 
the eaves where they had reared their young i 
ones, and took up their abode amongst the .• 
autumn-tinted boughs, making them echo 
with their incessant songs. 

The solitary robin-redbreast sang his 
sweet, short plaintive song by many a cot
tage door, and t ie water wagtail seemed i 
quite at home in field and garden, catching 
flies as he ran along the ground. The black
bird, with his yellow beak flitted in and out 
of the thicket half afraid he should be seen, 
and a whole flock of crows, high up in mid
air, went cawing and chattering towards I 
their roosting places in the wood—and there 
all alone on a rail of an old forest gate, sat 
a little black-winged, white-breasted martin, i 
evidently very tired and looking as though . 
she had travelled a very long way. Poor 
little martin ! how lonely she seemed ! Oth- j 
er birds were busy with the ripe berries in j 
the hedges hard by, and the wood behind j 
rang with the evening chorus of the merry ; 
sparrows, linnets and finches, but the little ( 
martin still sat on the gate taking no notice , 
of anything, but looking right on into the ! 
far distance, and apparently impatient to be 
gone. # j 

Presently, a sprightly young goldfinch, ' 
who had been remarkably active for some 
time in the hedge close by, perched with a 
jerk and a twitter on a sprig of holly just 
above the martin's head, and looking down 
at her sideways seemed to examine her for 
a moment with a curious eye. j 

" Why neighbor," chirped the goldfinch, j 
'* you seem dull and lonesome. What's the \ 
matter ? Arc you hurt ?" ! 

" Only a little tired, nothing more," twit
tered the martin. 

"Then why not come back into the wood ? 
W-e have plenty of cheerful company there, ' 
and good shelter too," said the goldfinch. J 

" No, no," replied the martin, " I am on 
a pilgrimage to a better country ; no going 
back for me." 

" On a pilgrimage to a better country !" 
exclaimed the merry goldfinch. " Do you 
mean to tell me that you can find anything 
better than we have here ?" 

" I hope so," quietly replied the martin. 
" Where is it ? Have you ever been 

there ?" inquired the goldfinch. 
" I have never been there," said the mar

tin, for she was only that year's bird: "nei
ther do I know precisely where it is ." 

" And you have left your native place, 
and all the things that other birds delight 
in, to seek a country you have never seen, 
and situated you know not where !" and 
the sprightly little goldfinch burst into a 
musical laugh so long and loud that all the 
other little birds at hand sang out in cho
rus. 

" I have been told that a bleak and bitter 
time is coming on all things here, and that 
another and better country lies far away 
over the sea, where no such misery is ever 
known : and because i" believe the report I 
have begun my pilgrimage," meekly an
swered the little stranger. 

"As to the bleak and bitter times you 
speak of," said the goldfinch, taking a bird's 
eye view of the rich and glorious scene 
around, there is no sign of tliat, and I wont 
believe a word of it. Who would ? Besides, 
how are you to find your way to this better 
country you believe in V" 

" We are guided in a manner you could 
not understand, even if 1 could explain it," 
replied the pilgrim bird. 

" We!" chirped the little home-dweller, 
" are there any more such simpletons as 
yourself?" 

"A large company," said the martin, 
pluming her taper wing for flight. " 1 hope 
soon to overtake them, and there are always 
those in the company able to guide us on 
our pilgrimage." 

" Well, if you will be so foolish as to 
turn your bark on all the pleasures of life," 
said the conceited little goldfinch, plucking 
a blackberry, "you must! For my own 
part I am satisfied with the country I be
long to, and leave the better land to you." 

" But if you would be persuaded by me," 



PURE STREAMS. 15 
said the pilgrim bird, " you should find 
richer fruits, a brighter sun, and far more 
beautiful companions, than any you can 
hope for here." 

"So you say : but I prefer the enjoyments 
I now possess, to any you can promise me, 
any you can promise me," and the self-will
ed goldfinch flew back into the wood. 

The martin sprang away on her pilgrim
age, soon overtook her companions, and in 
the course of a little time reached her des
tination, where, as she had said, beneath a 
brighter sun and surrounded by joys un
known to this cold northern clime, she 
passed in happy liberty a long unbroken 
summer. 

And what became of the self-willed little 
goldfinch ? For a time he led a merry life, 
and seemed to have the advantage of the 
pilgrim-bird, whose way was often toilsome 
and wearying. But before many days were 
over, those things he had delighted in, had 
passed away. The leaves that once had 
sheltered him were torn off by wintry winds; 
the hedges where berries grew were cover
ed by .snow ; and driven at last by cold and 
hunger to enter a bird-catcher's net, he was 
caught and made a prisoner for life. And 
often afterwards, as he thought of the pil
grim-bird and the offer she had made him, 
he sighed and said, " I wish I had believed 
and obeyed the invitation." 

Dear little reader, we are told in God's 
book, the bible, that when Abraham was 
called to go out into a country which he 
should after receive for an inheritance, "he 
obeyed and went out not knowing whither 
ho went." God calls to you to seek by 
faith in the Lord Jesus Christ a better, that 
is a heavenly country. Will you believe, 
and obeying the invitation, commence this 
new year as a little pilgrim, travelling to a 
better land, 

"Where everlasting Spring abides, ' ' 

and where you will dwell forever with Je
sus and all His saints—may reign with Him 
forever and ever ? Or, would you rather 
be a " home-dweller," contented with this, 
and the things of this world which pass 
away ? 

0 how terrible is the condition of those 
who, " falling into the snare of the devil," 

become prisoners for life—a life that lasts 
forever—a life that resembles death. How 
often will they cry, " I wish I had believed, 
and thus obeyed the invitation." 

Dear little reader, which was the happiest 
in the end, the home-dwelling goldfinch or 
the pilgrim bird ? 

GOOD NEWS. 

GOOD NEWS ! the blessed tidings hear, 
And listen to it children dear : 
Though " Little ones," it is for you, 
And every precious word is true. 

The news is this—God's only Son, 
The holy, blessed, spotless One, 
Into this sinful world has been, 
And died upon the cross for sin. 

And now God sends the tidings forth, 
To the remotest parts of earth, 
That all who now in Christ believe, 
Life, joy and peace at once receive. 

'Tis no hard work He bids you do, 
But to believe the record true, 
Which in His holy word is given, 
Of how a child may get to heaven. 

And, children dear, the Lord loves you, 
Just now, as when on earth below : 
Then trust His all-atoning blood, 
"Which brings the guilty nigh to God. 

And you who have through grace believed, 
Are with the Holy Spirit sealed ; 
So live to Him, who for you died, 
Who for your sins was crucified. 

THE LITTLE INDIAN GIRL. 
In Assam, a country in the East Indias, 

a little girl who for two years had attended 
the mission school, came one day to tell her 
teacher the sorrow she felt for sin. A few 
days after, as she was going to the school-
house, she picked up the torn leaf of a tract 
which contained an invitation to sinners to 
trust in the atoning blood of Christ. She 
read it again and again, and showed it to 
one of her school-mates, saying, u what 
beautiful words !" She carefully laid up 
the torn leaf, and every day took it out to 
read. By degrees her soul found peace, 
her fears fled, and she became a true Christ
ian believer. 

" In whom we have redemption through 
His blood, the forgiveness of sins.-1 Eph 1.7. 
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Gospel Books and Tracts for Children 

To be obtained at the Depots, 
NEW YORK : M. Cathcart, 64 Bible House, Astor PL 
BOSTON : F. G. Brown, 3 Treinont Row. 
SAN FRANCISCO: C.Montgoniery, 227 Second St. 
TORONTO : F. W. Grant, 390 Yor.ge Street. 
MONTREAL: C. Bajnes, 4 George Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalhousie Street. 
MANCHESTER, Eng. : B. Horner, 93 Bloomsbury. 

IjSpOn account of the difference of duty on import
ed books, tire prices in Canada are one-third less, but 
for the States these prices include postage. 

Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be
ing a Sketch of the Life of Moses, with a Map 
and Cuts. In cloth boards 36 cents. 

Sophy's Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 
and Leviticus. 3 vols, in cloth, 36 c. each, sold 
separately or together. These descriptive lessons 
in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 
for the little ones. 

Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 
London. Illustrated. Cloth, 36 c. 

Olive Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 
6 cuts, 36 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or in 
packages containing two each of the series, 36 c. 

Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 
packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 

'Narratives for the Young. First, Second, Third and 
Fourth series; Illustrated, in cloth limp, 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 36c. 

Helps for the Little Folks. A series of 8 stories, with 
8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c , or in packets of 2 each 
of the series 24c. 

Tiny Talcs—for the Little ones. Six stories with 6 
cuts, cloth limp 12c, or in packetsof 2 each of the 
series 12c Ditto second series. 

Goodly Pearls for Boys and Girls : Illustrated, cloth 
limp 9 c , in packets ol 2 of each of the series 12c 

Good Seed for Scattering, with 12 cuts in cloth limp 
9 c in packets of 50 assorted 12c 

Golden Gems for the Young : illustrated. Four 
kinds. 1. David and Jonathan. 1. Elijahs last 
Journey. 3. Trodden down in the gate. 4. Naa-
man. 3 c , or in packets containing 2 each of the 
series, 8 Books, lor 18c 

Seed for Scattering. Being 8 Picture Tracts for child
ren, 4 pages, sold in packets of 50, assorted, 12c 

Letters to my Young Friends. Illustrated. 1. The 
Weeds, and what they teach us. 2. God's Mes
sage and How it was received. 3. Lost in the 
Woods. 4. " The Will," or God's love to the lit
tle ones. 5. " I want to be an angel." 6. Being 
like Jesus. Cloth limp 18c. or in packets con
taining one each of the series 9 c 

Above the Bright Blue Sky. 18 cent*. 
Bible in the Wall. 36 cts. 
Bible Tales. Per Package of twelve, 19 cts. 
Bob, the Cabin Boy. 3 cts. 
Children's Own Hymn Book, new Edition. 15 cts. 
China and the Chinese. 36 cts. 
Child's own Roll, or little hymns for ittle children, 

(12 hymns) 18 cts. 

Child Geraldine, 36 cents. 
Child's Prayer and Teacher's Crown. Illustrated 

sheet, 3 cts. 
Good News Sheet Almanac for 1872. (Illustrated) 

3 cts. 
" Goodly Pearls " for Boys and Girls. (Illustrated) 

Packet of 6, 12 cents. 
Good Seed. Illustrated. 9 cts. 
Happy Sailor Boy. 3 cts. 
How Sudden ! C. S. 5 cts. 
I am so happy. 3 cts. 
" 1 am bound to let you pass." 3 cts. 
Kind Baronet and the Broken Bowl. 3 cts. 
Lamb of the Fold. 3 cts. 
Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lotty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts. 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts. 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 cts. 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3 c 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work ? &c. 18c 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature : or Spiritual Fables. 18 cts. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 36 cts. 
Happy Blind Boy. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer ; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Lighthouse. 3 cts. 
Martyrs of Madagascar. 36 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cts, 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Key. 27 cts. 
What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth lid. $1.00. 

~ NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of " PURE 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CURlST'll AVOLS-
TON, 64 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should be 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities for gratuit
ous distiibution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 6 subscri
bers for us, to be sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams " tor the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. We believe it will be real service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and we say the 
same to those who love the little ones. 

Subscribers will be kind enough tocommun cate 
AT ONCE with the respective depots they wish to 
receive it from, the number of copies they will take 
for the present year, so that an estimate of probable 
requirements may be known before going to prets 
for March. 

The bound volumes of " Pure Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 
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" Suffer Hje SHtk Cljilbrrn to tame nrda gU, mib forbib %m not, for of sitclj is % |iwgbom of (Sob/' 

YOL. III. NEW YORK, MARCH, 1873. m. 3. 
THE STRANGE EMPLOY

MENT. 
| P H A T a strange picture ! 
""What are they doing ?" 

we hear some of our 
little readers exclaim. Yes, in
deed it is a strange picture, for 
it is a very strange employment 
that those figured in it are en
gaged in. The world has never 
seen the like yet, but it will some 
day, and a very happy day for 
this poor world it will be. 

You may well inquire of me 
" but whatever are they doing ?" 
" Oh, I know," says my little 
friend Harry, " they are making 
swords and spears to fight with, 
anybody can make that out, for 
there they are on the floor, lots 
of them." 

But stop, Harry, there is noth
ing very strange in that, and you 
may see plenty of that kind of 
thing any day, all over the world, 

^y and you might find plenty of pic
tures of such an employment. 
Did I not say that the world has 
never seen the like of this yet ? 
It is a picture of what is going 

« And they shall beat their swords into plow-shares, and their to happen most surely some day 
spears into pruning-hooks; nation shall not lift up sword against t h o u g h , and if you WOllld l ike to 
nation, neither shall they learn war any more."-Isaiah ii. 4. know haw I know th i s , y o u can 
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take your bible and read the 4th verse of 
the 2nd of Isaiah,—"They shall beat their 
swords into plowshares, and their spears 
into pruning hooks ; nation shall not lift up 
sword against nation neither shall they learn 
war any more/' 

So you see it is just the very opposite of 
what you thought, and just the very oppos
ite of what is going on around us now. 
People are now using all their ingenuity in 
making swords and spears and other imple
ments to fight with, while the favorite occu
pation of every nation at the present moment 
is learning how to make war. 

The reason of this is, that the Devil is 
"the prince of this world," and he is a mur
derer, and loves to make his subjects fight 
and kill one another. He delights in war 
and so teaches people how to do it. But 
bye and bye the Lord Jesus is coming back 
again, and He will cast Satan out of the 
world into the bottomless pit, as we read in 
the 2d verse of the 20th of Revelation, and 
will reign over the world Himself, as the 
"Prince of Peace." He will make people love 
peace, and teach them how to unmake all 
the present instruments of warfare. It is 
this strange employment that our picture 
sets forth, and won't it be a happy time for 
the world when the Lord Jesus reigns over 
it and this picture comes true ? 

MY FIRST IMPRESSION, 

OR, THE POWER OP GOD'S WORD. 

HEN I was a little boy, many 
years before the Spirit of God led 
me to trust in the Lord Jesus 
Christ as my Savior, I received a 
deep and lasting impression from 
the Word of God which remains 

still fresh upon my soul as it was on the 
day when received. 

One day my sister, who was about a year 
older than myself, was playing with me at 
some happy youthful game on our father's 
lawn, when from some cause I lost my tem
per and was so angry with her as to call 
her a fool. Now this was very wrong, be
cause, first of all, I should not have been 
angry, nor should I have used such a word 
evfcn if angry, whilst, at the same time, I 
should have remembered that "every idle 
word that man shall speak they shall give 
account thereof in the day of judgment." 
But I was angry, and hastily called her a 
fool. I shall never forget how she turned 
and solemnly reproved me, not using any 
words of her own, but saying in those of 
the Lord Jesus, " Whosoever shall say thou 
fool, shall be in danger of hell fire." Mat. 
v. 22. Oh, how these words rang in my 
ears. I could not forget them. I could 
not drive them away—" in danger of hell 
fire!" In a moment my anger fled away 
and I begged pardon—but that did not re
move the force of the terrible words—" in 
danger of hell fire 1" I thought how very 
holy God must be if the man who says to 
his brother, "Thou fool," stands "in dange? 
of hell fire." And truly God is very holy ; 
and He takes notice of all that we say as 
well as of all that we do. Do you not 
remember the verse which says, "by thy 
words thou shalt be justified and by thy 
words thou shalt be condemned." 

Well, years passed on, and when I was 
thrown into the company of thoughtless and 
wricked people, and when I heard them 
making use of bad language or when tempt-

I ed to use it myself, the effect of my sister's 
solemn reproof was ever to check me and 
make me fear for them. That reproof was 
very valuable to me, and I am sure that 
what gave it such power was because it was 
God's word. There is power in His word, 
and even a child can understand and feel 

j that power. 
I Now, I said that this happened many 
' years before God's holy Spirit had led me 
| to trust in Jesus, and during those years of 
( life at school or business I had many 

thoughts of that dreaded "Hell fire," con
cerning which my young sister had warned 
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me. Once when at school I asked a boy 
of my own age, what he thought about 
eternity—"Oh!" said he, " I don't trouble 
myself, for I believe that those who are to 
be saved will be saved, and those who are 
to be lost will be lost." But this answer 
did not satisfy me. The words "Hell fire" 
and the meaning they conveyed, were too 
awful to justify "no trouble". Indeed I was 
troubled whenever I thought about "Hell 
fire." 

Years still rolled on and I was still "in 
danger of hell fire," and many a time the 
thought wrould press itself upon me, "Where 
will you spend eternity ?" Alas I could see 
no escape from "Hell fire." I had sinned 
and deserved to be punished—yet# I could 
not endure those thoughts and tried to 
banish them from my mind. But the 
moment ol decision came. I had heard 
that Jesus died for sinners, and that His 
blood could cleanse from all sin. I was a 
sinner, and had committed many sins. But 
would Jesus save me. Oh ! bow I longed for 
an answer to that question—I so sinful, He 
so Holy—I so weak and worthless, He so 
mighty ! Oh ! how was I to come to Him ? 
The answer came. It was this, "Him that 
comcth unto me I will in no ivise cast out." 

It was thus that the spirit of God brought 
home to me the sense of sin and danger, 
and likewise revealed to my troubled soul 
that blessed truth that Christ Jesus receiv-
eth all who come to Him. Now the soul 
that comes by faith to Jesus receives the 
forgiveness of all his sins, escapes from 
"Hell fire," and the fear of it. Oh ! what 
a wonderful Savior is Jesus, and blessed 
be His name I know He is my Savior. 

"There is no condemnation, 
There is no Hell for me ; 

The flame with all its torment, 
My eyes shall never see ! 

I know it, I believe it, 
I say it fearlessly, 

That God the highest, mightiest, 
For ever loveth me." 

Oh! the deep real joy of the soul that 
thus knows in whom it believes, and rests 
on the truth of God's word, whether as 
condemning the sinner or as justifying the 
believer. 

Dear young reader, are you " in danger 

of hell fire" or in the enjoyment of " peace 
with God ?" J. W. s. 

"MY FATHER'S HOUSE IS FINER 
THAN THIS." 

A NEW ZEALAND chief, so called, who vis
ited England a few years ago, was remark
able for the deep spirituality of his mind 
and his constant delight in the Word of 
God. One day he was taken to see a 
beautiful mansion—one of the show-places 
near London. The gentleman who took 
him expected to see him greatly astonished 
and much charmed with its magnificence 
and splendor; but it seemed, to his surprise, 
to excite little or no admiration in his mind. 
Wondering how this could be, he began to 
point out to him its grandeur, the beauty of 
the costly furniture, brought from all parts 
of the world, the view from the windows, 
etc. Tamahana heard all silently; then 
looking round upon the walls, replied : "Ah ! 
my Father's house is finer than this." 
"Your father's house !" thought the gentle
man, who knew his father's home was but 
a poor mud cottage. But Tamahana went 
on, " My Father's house is finer than this," 
and began to speak, in his own expressive, 
touching strain, of the house above—the 
house of "many mansions"—the eternal 
home of the redeemed. 

JESUS, I VYOULD FOLLOW THEE. 

Jesus, holy, undefiled, 
Thou wast once a little child ; 
Jesus I would like to be, 
Pure, and holy, like to Thee. 

But, I am so full of sin, 
I've a wicked heart within, 
All my ways are noughty too ; 
Dearest Lord what shall I do ? 
In the Bible I can see, 
Thou didst die on Calvary; 
Could it be that Thou didst die, 
On the cross for such as I ? 
Savior, can it really be. 
Thou wast bearing sin for me, 
In the midst of all Thy pain, 
I was not forgotten then ? 
Yes, I do believe it Lord, 
And I'll trust Thine own sweet word, 
Him that coraeth unto Me, 
Shall be saved eternally. 
As Thy little blood bought child, 
Keep me pure and undefiled ; 
From the world and Satan free, 
Jesus, I would follow Thee. A. M. C 
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FEAR AND ITS REMEDY. 

In a farm house at some distance from 
any town, lived two dear children of God 
with their one little girl of about three years 
of age. They were not rich in this world's 
goods, and their house was small, having 
only one bed-room in it, but they dearly 
loved the Lord Jesus, and their hearts were 
large. One night, quitelate, a servant of the 
Lord Jesus knocked at the door, and asked 
for shelter and a night's rest. Most gladly 
they took him in, and gave him the only bed 
there was in the house, well pleased for the 
sake of Him he served, to put up with the j 
personal inconvenience it gave them. 

Their little girl was fast asleep in the cot 
at the bottom of the bed when they shewed 
their guest where he was to rest. With 
care, so as not to wake the little sleeper, 
he undressed and went to bed. In the 
morning quite early he woke, and lay think
ing of the Lord and His love. Suddenly a 
little white figure stood up in the cot at the 
bottom of the bed, and looked in over, 
expecting to see the well known faces usually 
there. To her amazement a strange face 
looked upon her. Their eyes met. Like 
a statue for a moment she stood gazing with 
a fascinated look of fear. Then the little 
frame quivered with excitement, and the 
startled look gave place to one of deep 
inquiry. The little lips parted, and in lisp
ing words she quietly asked, " Do you love 
Jesus?" 

"Yes, my child, Jesus is my master," 
fell softly on her ear. Her face settled into 
a look of happy repose, and without another 
word she lay down in her cot again, cover
ed herself over, and went oil to sleep. 

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds, 
In a believer's ear! 

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 

T H E ' H O L L O W OP HIS HAND. 
" Who hath measured the water iu the hollow of 

His hand?" Isaiah xl. 12. 
After reading these words, a little boy 

said, "Father if I were out to sea, and fell 
overboard, I should still be safe." 

"What makes you think so?" asked Jiis 
father. 

"Because I should still bo in the hand of 
God," replied the little boy. 

MY BROTHER: OR THE SUBSTITUTE. 

HE writer of this has sometimes thought 
that a circumstance in his own early 

life would be interesting and instructive to 
his youthful readers. This circumstance 
occurred during his schoolboy days, and 
made an impression on his memory never 
to be effaced. 

Like most young people, he was some
times very troublesome and disobedient. On 
one occasion his conduct had been so bad 
that it was impossible for his teacher—a 
sincere Christian, and a minister of Christ 
—to pass over the offence without a severe 
punishment. The cane was already lifted, 
and all the school well knew that the master 
would not spare when he was obliged to 
punish. But before a single stroke was in
flicted, a boy about four years older than 
the offender sprang from his desk, and stood 
by his side. It was his own brother. For 
a moment there wras a dead silence ; you 
might have heard a pin fall. All eyes were 
directed to the master. 

"Well, William, and what do you want ?" 
"Please, sir," was the noble rejoinder, 

"will you punish me instead of my brother?" 
" Punish you ! You have done nothing to 

deserve the cane." 
"Perhaps not, sir ; but I do not like my 

brother to be caned. Please do punish me, 
not him." 

The master listened to the brother's plea, 
and the innocent was punished, while the 
offender went down to his desk unhurt. 

Such was a brother's love. Love indeed, 
was it not ? But, my dear young readers, 
what was this brother's love, what is an 
earthly affection, compared with the love of 
Christ ? Christ went through death itself as 
a Substitute for you. You were born in sin, 
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and have lived in sin, and unless converted, 
you still love sin. Now, God must punish 
sin wherever it is found. How then could 
any of us escape ? Rather than we should 
suffer, the Lord Jesus took our place as the 
sin bearer. Our sin was found on Him, 
and because God found it upon Him, He 
must punish it even there. But then, as 
the blessed fruit of this, if you believe in 
Jesus you are free from the guilt of sin. 
God does not punish twice; your sin has 
been once and forever atoned for by the 
Lord Jesus, and will never be laid to your 
charge. Believe on Christ, and no evil can 
ever befall you. All tilings will work 
together for your good. There is no con
demnation for you. But beware how you 
reject this love; for those who despise Christ, 
there remains no more sacrifice for sin. All 
you can look for is judgment and fiery 
indignation, which shall devour the adver
sary. 

Consider these three things :— 
1. Four own lost condition as a sinner ; 
2. The love of Christ in leaving His 

Father's house and the throne of glory to 
become your Substitute ; and, 

3. That the justice of God is perfectly 
satisfied by this Substitutional sacrifice of 
the Lord Jesus. 

May the God of all grace and mercy bless 
you, and give yon a.saving knowledge of 
Himself. H. 

NOAH'S AND GOD'S ARK. 
DARESAY you know and have play

ed with " Noah's Ark," have you not ? 
and placed the animals two and two 

coming out of the ark. I wonder if you all 
know what " Noah's Ark " really was. In 
the 6th chapter of Genesis you can read all 
about it. 

A great many years ago there was a man 
named Noah, a very good man, and God 
loved him ; but the rest of the world was 
very wicked, and God determined to destroy 
the whole world, so that every living crea
ture, man, woman and child, should all die, 
because God was tired of looking at all the 
naughty things they did. How do you think 
God meant to destroy the world ? He told 
Noah He would make it rain till the water 
covered the whole world, and so every liv

ing thing would die. But God loved Noah 
and did not want to kill him or any of his 
family. So what do you think God did to 
keep them from being drowned, because the 
water would cover the highest mountain or 
tree ? Well, God told him to make a large 
ark of wood and to take all his family with 
him into the ark, and to take two of every 
kind of animal and bird as well, and Noah 
did as God told him, and then God shut 
the door of the ark and they were all safe, i 
Then God made it to rain very hard and 
covered all the earth with water, and drown
ed all the naughty people that were in the ! 
world. # | 

Noah told them that God was going to 
destroy the world and that they would all 
die, but they would not believe it till it was 
too late, and then they could not get into 
the ark. Don't you think they were very 
sorry that they did not believe what Noah i 
said ? because if they had believed him and 
felt sorry for being so wicked, they could 
have gone into the ark with Noah and been 
all safe. | 

Well, it rained forty days and forty nights 
and every living thing died, but Noah and 
his family were all alive inside the ark and i 
no wTater could get in there. At the end 
of forty days and forty nights God made 
the rain to cease, and at last it became dry 
land again. Then God told Noah to come 
out of the ark with his family and all the 
animals, and he did so. What do you think 
the first thing was that Noah did when he 
came out of the ark ? He built an altar | 
and made an offering unto the Lord, to | 
thank and praise Him for His goodness and I 
mercy, for keeping him safe inside the ark j 
when the whole world was destroyed. ! 

Well, now I have told you all about "No- | 
Ms Ark," I will tell you who " God's Ark" 
is. A great many years after Noah died, 
but still a long time ago, God saw that peo
ple were still very "Wicked, naughty little 
children, too, just as there are now, aud God 
said this time He would destroy the world 
with FIRE instead of water, and burn all the 
people instead of drowning them, because 
God is such a holy God that He can't look 
at sin, and He could never have any naugh
ty little children in heaven with Him. Do 
you think He could ? But God wants to 
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have little children in heaven, bnt He could 
not take their sins there, too, and the thing 
was, what Was going to be done with all 
these naughty things that they had done ? 
What would wash them away ? You know 
when your face is dirty your mother washes 
it in water to make it clean, but water 
could not wash away your sins and make 
your soul clean, could it ? 

God had one Son whom He loved very 
much. He loved little children, and grown 
people, too, so much, that He sent that Son 
whom He loved so much down here into this 
world to die on the cross, and shed His pre
cious blood to wash away all their sins, so 
that He could take them up to be in heav
en where they could be safe when He burnt 
the world with fire. Don't you think that 
it was very good of God to love us so 
much ? 

Now Jesus, God's Son, is up in heaven, 
and every little child, and grown up person, 
too, who believes in His precious blood will 
be quite safe when the world is destroyed 
with fire. So you see the Lord Jesus Christ 
is " God's Ark," and every one who trusts 
His precious blood will be safe from the 
fire, just as Noah was safe in the ark from 
the water. 

Do you, little boy or girl, believe that 
this bright pretty world is going to be all 
burnt up ? God says it is in the 2d Peter, 
iii, 9, 10,11,12,13, just as He said so many 
years ago, that He was going to destroy it 
with water, and it came quite true though 
no one but Noah believed what God said. 
Just so people don't believe it now. But 
there is " God's Ark," and if you are in it 
you will be quite safe. The Lord Jesus is 
up in heaven waiting for little children to 
come to Him and be saved, and He says, 
" Him that cometh to me I will in no wise 
cast out." Are you afraid when you think 
of the naughty things you have done ? Je
sus came all the way from heaven, down 
into this world on purpose to wash away all 
the naughty things you have done with His 
own precious blood, and if you only trust 
Him you will be safe. And when this world 
is burnt up with fire, and you are safe up 
in heaven with Jesus, don't you think you 
will thank and praise Him for all His love, 

just as Noah did when he came out of the 
ark ? A. s. c. 

"THE CROWN OF GLORY." 
5JP WAS walking one day with a little girl 
^ w h o m I knew to be a true believer in the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and who, both by her 
good and holy life, as well as by the words 
of her lips, gave clear evidence that she 
had been "born again ; " and, by way of 
trying where her thoughts really dwelt, I 
said to her "would you not look nice if a 
crown were placed on your brow?" 

Well, many young people would like to 
be Kings or Queens and have many servants 
beneath them, and many strong soldiers 
around them, and never know what it is to 
be poor and friendless. 

Now, the little girl to whom I spoke*was 
poor. Her parents had only enough to keep 
them from day to day, and had to work 
hard for their bread. And what do you 
think she said to me ? 

"Ah! yes, if I had the crown of glory /" She 
thought she would look nice if that crown 
sparkled on her brow ! And truly she would ! 
But she had no desire of having an earthly 
crown. She loved Jesus, and she knew that 
Jesus wore no crown on earth but one of 
thorns, and she did not wish to be unlike 
Him. 

I do not mean that a King or Queen may 
not be a child of God. I hope many are 
such. But earthly glory is not the portion 
of those who follow Jesus. He was cruci
fied, and His cross is to them the mould of 
their ways. She felt this, and her hopes were 
set on heavenly glory alone. She shall not 
be disappointed. 

j . w. s. 

TIIE HEAET. 
A child a little garden had, 

In which were sown good seeds ; 
The ground, however was so bad, 

It yielded nought but weeds. 
Dear child, your heart is like the ground, 

There's nothing good within ; 
The only seed that there is found 

And all its fruits, is sin. 

" The heart is deceitful above all things, and des
perately wicked: who can kno w it ? 

I the Lord search the heart."—Jer. xvii. 9, 10. 
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Gospel Books and Tracts for Children 
To be obtained at the Depots, 

NEW YORK: M. Cathcart, 64 Bible House, Astor PI. 
BOSTON : F. G. Brown, 3 Tremont Row. 
SAN FRANCISCO : C.Montgomery, 227 Second St. 
TORONTO : F. W. Grant, 398 Yonge Street. 
MONTREAL: C. Baynes, 4 George Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalhousie Street. 
MANCHESTER, Eng. : B. Horner, 93 Blooinsbury. 

J^-On account of the difference of duty on import
ed books, the prices in Canada are one-third less, but 
for the States these prices include postage. 

Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be
ing a Sketch of the Life of Moses, with a Map 
and Cuts. In cloth boards 36 cents. 

Sophy's Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 
and Leviticus. 3 vols, in cloth, 36 c. each, sold 
separately or together. These descriptive lessons 
in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 
for the little ones. 

Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 
London. Illustrated. Cloth, 36 c. 

Olive Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 
6 cuts, 36 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or ia 
packages containing two each of the series, 36 c. 

Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 
packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 

Narratives for the Young. First, Second, Third and 
Fourth series; Illustrated, in cloth limp, 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 36c. 

Helps for the Little Folks. A series of 8 stories, with 
8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c, or in packets of 2 each 

* of the series 24c. 
Tiny Tales—for the Little ones. Six stories with 6 

cuts, cloth limp 12c, or in packets of 2 each of the 
series 12c Ditto second series. 

Goodly Pearls for Boys and Girls: Illustrated, cloth 
limp 9 c , in packets of 2 of each of the scries 12c 

Good Seed for Scattering, with 12 cuts in cloth limp 
9 c in packets of 50 assorted 12c 

Golden Gems for the Young : illustrated. Four 
kinds. 1. David and Jonathan. 1. Elijah's last 
Journey. 3. Trodden down in the gate. 4. Naa-
man. 3 c , or in packets containing 2 each of the 
series, 8 Books, for 18c 

Seed for Scattering. Being 8 Picture Tracts for child
ren, 4 pages, sold in packets of 50, assorted, 12c 

Letters to my Young Friends. Illustrated. 1. The 
Weeds, and what they teach us. 2. God's Mes
sage and How it was received. 3. Lost in the 
Woods. 4. " The Will / ' or God's love to the lit
tle ones. 5. " I want to be an angel." 0. Being 
like Jesus. Cloth limp 18c or in pneketri con
taining one each of the series 9 c 

Above the Bright Blue Sky. 18 cents. 
Bible in the Wall. 36 cts. 
Bible Tales. Per Package of twelve, 19 cte. 
Bob, the Cabin Boy. 3 cts. 
Children's Own Hymn Book, new Edition. 15 cts. 
China and the Chinese. 36 cts. 
Child's own Roll, or little hymns for ittle children 

(12 hymns) 18 cts. 

Child Geraldine, 36 cents. 
Child's Prayer and Teacher's Crown. Hlustrated 

sheet, 3 cts. 
Good News Sheet Almanac for 1872. (Illustrated) 

3 cts. 
" Goodly Pearls" for Boys and Girls. (Illustrated) 

Packet of 6, 12 cents. 
Good Seed. Illustrated. 9 cts. 
Happy Sailor Boy. 3 cts. 
How Sudden ! C. S. 5 cts. 
I am so happy. 3 cts. 
" I am bound to let you pass." 3 cts. 
Kind Baronet and the Broken Bowl. 3 cts. 
Lamb of the Fold. 3 cts. 
Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lotty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts. 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts. 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 cts. 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3c 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work? &c. 18c 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature: or Spiritual Fables. 18 cts. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 36 cts. 
Happy Blind Boy. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer ; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Lighthonse. 3 cts. 
Martyrs of Madagascar. 36 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cte, 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Key. 27 cts. 
What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth bd. $1.00. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of " PURE 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CHRIST'R WOLS-
TON, 64 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should be 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities fur gratuit
ous distribution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 6 subscri
bers for us, to be sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams " lor the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. We believe it will be real service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and we say the 
same to those who love the little ones. 

Subscribers will be kind enough to commun cate 
AT ONCE with the respective depots they wish to 
receive it from, the number of copies they will take 
for the present year, so that an estimate of probable 
requirements may be known before going to press 
for March. 

, The bound volumes of " Pure Streams " for 1871 
i and 1872, 50 cents each. 
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The Forbidden Sled-Ride 
AND ITS SAD END. 

^.HERE are few pleasures that little 
'people, it seems to me, more enjoy 
than sled-riding, and it is a very 

^pretty sight to sec them,in the cold 
bright winter days, amusing them

selves as our little friends are doing in 
this picture. 

Don't they look happy, well wrapped in 
the nice warm clothing that the kind moth-
at home has clothed them in, drawing one 
another about on the sled, the little baby 
sister enjoying it most of all ? 

There is Johnnie, who is 
the oldest, pushing behind, 
and Harry, the next eldest, 
pulling away with all his 
might in front, while little 
Arthur, who, as to age, comes 
in between Mary and the 
baby, tugs away, too, only 
that he keeps on looking back 
at baby's crowing face, so 
that he often gets nearly run 
over by the sled, by trying to 
do two things at once, but 
then, that is only part of the 
fun, and oh, it is fun to go 
sled-riding like this, eaeh one 
happy, not only because sled-

riding is so nice in itself, but because they 
are all doing just what their mother has 
told them they may do, and because they 
are intent on making one another happy, 
and most of all " the baby." 

This is the sort of sled-riding I like to see 
little children playing at, because it is un
selfish, and not dangerous. But there is 
another kind of sled-riding, that I see little 
boys greatly delight in, which is dangerous 
and I think selfish, because one person only 
can play at it with the same sled. 

I daresay some of my little readers have 
already exclaimed, "Oh, I know what kind 
of sled-riding ihat is. It is where we each 
of us have a sled to ourselves and slide down 
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ever so fast from the top of a hill ; and oh, I 
my, is'nt it fun ?" 

Well, that is just the sort of sled-riding I | 
want to tsll you a story about. In the town 
where I am staying the main street runs in 
the valley, and other streets come down the 
sides of the hills across this main street. 
These side streets offer great temptations to 
the little boys that are fond of this kind of 
sled-riding,and though they are forbidden by 
the authorities of the city to sled-ride on these 
streets, and policemen are told to take up lit
tle boys that they find doing so,because many 
accidents have occurred through it, still some 
naughty little, wilful boys, in spite of the 
police, and the forbiddings of their parents, 
will do so. 

A few weeks since, one of these wilful 
little boys, scarcely five years old, took his 
sled, and was sliding down " ever so fast," 
one of these forbidden streets, when just as | 
he came to the cross street, a sleigh was driv
ing rapidly past, the house's on either side 
had hidden the sleigh from the little boy, | 
and before he had time even to turn his j 
sled he was under the horses feet, the horse i 
fell, fell on the little boy, and killed him on 
the spot. His little lifeless body wTas car
ried home to his sorrowing parents, but his 
little soul went, I trust, to the dear Savior 
who came " to seek and save the lost;" still 
it was solemn and dreadful, to be killed in a 
moment, while in the act of disobedience. 

Dear children, I want you to be warned 
by this sad story, to let your pleasures be 
always in the path of obedience, and not 
dangerous in their character. I will give I 
you two verses to think of in connection 
with it. 

" Children obey your parents in the Lord, | 
for this is right," remembering that if you | 
don't, "The way of the transgressor is hard." 

JESUS " TAKK POOR THIEF." The salvation of the 
thief was the first triumph of the cross. See how it 
affected the heart of the poor negro, dear children : 

" Ah ! you see that poor thief you talk about; he 
no good at all; he be Dad when they hang him on 
the cross. God teach ; He shows him bad heurt; he 
then pray,' Lord remember me.' Jesus no say, 'Me 
no want you ; you be too bad, thief too much.' No, 
He no say so, but tell him, 'To-day, shall be with Mo 
in Paradise.' I see Christ take poor sinner. Make 
me glad too much. He take poor thief; He take me 
—me—me the «ame." 

THE BABE OF HEAVEN. 

PART I. 

" ( g S \ O E S you love God ? " 
•gpZy^j The question came from a sweet 
fei^}<pair of lips. Opposite sat a young 

^—^gentleman of striking exterior. 
He and the child were travelling in a stage 
coach. The latter sat on her mother's 
knee. Her little face, beautiful beyond de
scription, looked out from a frame of deli
cate lace-work. For four hours the coach 
had been toiling on over an unequal road; 
and the child had been very winning in her 
little wrays,—lisping songs ; lifting her bright 
blue eyes often to her mother's face ; then 
falling back, in a little, old-fashioned, con
tented way, into her mother's arms, saying, 
by the mute action, " I am happy here." 

For more than an hour, the dear babe, 
scarce yet entering the rosy threshold ol her 
fifth year, had been answering the smiles of 
the young man, who had been pleased with 
her beauty. He had nodded his head to 
her little tunes; he had offered her his pearl-
handled penknife to play with; and, at lu:-,t, 
his heart went over to her at every glam'.o. 
The mild blue eyes, full of the innoceneo of 
a holy love and a trusting faith, made his 
pulses leap with a purer joy; and, as the 
coach rattled on, he began to wish the end 
of the journey were not so very near. 

The child had been sitting for the last 
fifteen minutes regarding the young man 
with a glance that seemed almost solemn; 
neither smiling at his caresses, nor at the 
dear face that bent above her. 

A thoughtfulness seemed to spread over 
the young brow that had never yet been 
shadowed by care; and as the coach stopped 
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at the inn-door, and the passengers moved I 
uneasily preparatory to leaving, she bent 
towards the young man, and lisped, in her 
childish voice, those words:—"Does you 
love God ? " 

He did not understand at first, in the 
confusion, and bent over nearer; and the 
voice asked again, clearly, almost eagerly,— 

"Does you love God?" the thoughtful, 
inquiring eyes, meantime, beaming into his 
own. 

The young man drew back hastily, blush-1 
ing up to the very roots of his hair. He 
looked in a sort of confused, abrupt way at 
the child, who, frightened at his manner, 
had hidden her face in her mother's bosom; 
turned to the coach door ; gave another look 
back, as if he longed to see her face; and 
then he left the coach. 

He hurried to his hotel; but the little 
voice went with him. There seemed an 
echo in his heart, constantly repeating the 
question of the child, "Does you love God ?" 

Several gay young men met him at his 
hotel. They appeared to have been waiting 
for him, and welcomed him with mirth that 
was almost boisterous. They had prepared 
an elegant supper; and after he had been 
to his room,escorted him to the table. The 
full gleam of the gas fell upon the glitter
ing furniture ; red wines threw shadows of 
a lustrous crimson hue athwart the snowy 
linen. There were mirth, wit, faces lighted 
witli pleasure,—everything to charm the eye 
and please the palate; but the young man 
was conscious of a void never experienced 
before. His heart ached to see the child 
again ; and ever and anon he seemed to 
hear her words, 

" Docs you love God ? " 
His name was Gilbert. Only twenty-three 

years of age, he was a good scholar, and 
esteemed by his friends a genius. Already 
ho had made his mark as a writer; but he 
had never thought, as he thought to-night, 
on the solemn import of that simple ques
tion,— 

"Does you love God ? " 
It came to him when he held the red wine 

to his lips; it was heard amid the clatter of 
the billiard-balls, and the shouts of merry 
laughter that filled the wide room, every
where. Whichever way he turned, he saw 

the earnest glance of that blue eyed child, 
heard the low voice singing, the low voice 
laughing, the low voice asking thrillingly,— 

" Docs you love God ? " 
It followed him to his bedside. He had 

tried to drown it in wine, in song, in care
less levity. He strove to sleep it away, but 
heard it in his dreams. 

The next night, he met a fashionable 
friend. He was to take her to some place 
of pleasure. She was very beautiful in 
dazzling robing. The gleam of pearls, and 
the lustres of -silk and lace vied with each 
other to enhance her loveliness; but even 
as she came sailing into the room with 
smiles upon her young red lips, and a wel
come in her words, there came, too, float
ing noiselessly at her side, the presence of 
that angel-child. The better feelings her 
innocent presence had awakened were yet 
warm; and, before he knew it, the young 
man said, quickly and earnestly, " Does you 
love God ?" 

" What do you mean ?" exclaimed the 
young girl, with a start of surprise. 

" I was thinking, as you came in, of a 
lovely child I saw yesterday," he replied. 
" As I was in the act of leaving the coach, 
she suddenly looked up, and asked me that 
question." 

" And what, pray, put it into the child's 
head ? What did you answer ? " 

" I am ashamed to say, I was not pre
pared with an answer," replied the young 
man, casting down his eyes. 

That night, pleasure had no gratification 
for him. His feet trod languidly the mazes 
of the dance; his smiles were forced; and 
more than once, it was said of him, " He 
does not seem himself." 

No; he was not like the gay, thoughtless 
self of former years. There was a still pool 
lying in his bosom, the waters of which had 
never before been disturbed. Now a little 
child had dropped a pebble.ln, and the vibra
tion was to go on through eternity. 

" And a certain man drew a bow at a ven
ture, and smote the king of Israel between 
the joints ot the harness ; wherefore he said 
unto the driver of his chariot; turn thine 
hand and carry me out of the host, for I am 
wounded.— 1st Kings xxii. 34. 
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f EOPLE are called courageous who are 
not afraid to fight and kill other peo
ple, and that little boy is said to be a 

" plucky " boy, or courageous boy, who will 
not let any other boy put upon him without 
fighting him. A boy is said to be very 
" plucky " too, when he will do dangerous 
things, or disobey, without fear of punish
ment, those who have authority over him at 
school; and we have known little boys call
ed sneaks and cowards, because they were 
not courageous enough to disobey their 
parents. 

But, dear children, all this is far enough 

away from true courage. Doing what wc 
know to be right in the face of opposition 
and contempt, that is true courage. To 
confess with our lips the Lord Jesus, and to 
pray to God before our companions, who 
may not love or fear Him, that is true cour
age. Hj 

Listen, dear boys, while I tell you a true 
story about a little boy who had this true 
courage. He was a weak, sickly boy to look 
at in body, and had a meek, quiet, little face 
that great, big, strong, rude boys laughed at, 
and called a baby face. He had, up to the 
time that I am going to tell you about, in 
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consequence of ill health, been kept much 
at home, and had rarely been absent many 
hours together from his mother's side, and 
consequently had mixed very little with 
other boys, and hence was timid and awk
ward at most of the games that boys play 
at, for which they laughed at him a good 
deal; he would not fight when ill treated, 
or resent in any way the unkindness of oth
ers, so that he was thought to be a coward, 
by boys who don't know what true courage 
is. 

At the death of his father, who up to his 
death had taught him at home, he was sent 
to a large public boarding school. You 
most of you can think what sort of place a 
large public school would be for a weak, 
timid, little boy to be suddenly launched 
into, with no kind mother or friend at hand 
to watch over him. Well, it is about his 
first night at school that I want to tell you. 

Picture to yourselves, then, a large room 
with over a dozen little beds in it, and as 
many boys laughing and talking and un
dressing, preparatory to getting into these 
little beds, and not one of them once think
ing of the God that made them, or of that 
kind Lord Jesus who died on the cross to 
save them ; see them, when undressed, one 
by one getting into bed without bowing 
their knees in prayer ; do you think you 
would have been able, before them all, to 
kneel down by your bedside, before undres
sing, and say your prayers ? Well, that 
this little, weak and meek faced boy did. 
Yes, with trembling heart, on this his first 
night at school, lie knelt before the Lord 
Jesus and pra\ cd to Him as he had been 
accustomed to do at home in his own little 
room, where there was no one to see him, 
but the " Father who seeth in secret." 

Some of the rude boys laughed at him, 
and threw their slippers at him and called 
him names to make him stop, but he just 
quietly went on praying to the Lord, and 
heeded them not. The next morning he 
did the same, and continued morning and 
night thus on his knees to confess the Lord 
Jesus. Nor was this all, other little boys 
who once had prayed at home, but had been 
afraid to do so before their companions at 
school, encouraged by his example, began 
again to pray, so that by the end of the half, 

there were but three, out of that large room 
full of boys, who would not have been seen 
morning and night lifting their hearts on 
bended knee to the Lord. The true courage 
of the little, weak, meek-faced bey had com
municated itself to others. 

Dear children, I want you all to have this 
true courage, and to be never afraid to own 
the Lord Jesus, by confessing Him and 
praying to Him before others, where there 
is a need for it, as in the case of this little 
boy at the public school. The Lord Jesus 
says, u Whosoever shall confess Me before 
men, him will I confess before My Father 
which is in heaven."—Mat. x : 32. 

THE RANSOMED PRISONER. 
AM about to tell you a true story, 

my dear children, which I hope will, 
with the Lord's blessing, do you good. 

About five years ago, a person was travel
ling in a railway carriage, in England, from 
Bridgewater to Wellington when, on reach
ing DurstQ*n station, there stepped into the 
carriage a policeman, having a man in his 
custody. The poor hand-cuffed prisoner 
looked very unhappy, as you may suppose. 
But his face wras so open and honest, that 
the passengers who looked at him felt con
vinced that he was not a man who was fa
miliar with crime. Pie did not look like 
one who was in the habit of doing those 
very wicked things that some people com
mit. One of the passengers, a horse-dealer, 
said to him, 

" Well, my good fellow, have you been 
kicking over the traces?" by which the 
horse-dealer meant, "Have you been trans
gressing the laws of the land ?" 

This question, followed by one or two 
more, brought out the following facts as to 
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the prisoner. He was a laboring man, in j 
the employ of a farmer in Somerset. On 
the previous night the farmer's men had 
had their harvest-supper; alter which'thcy 
drank as much cider as they liked. This 
poor man took too much, grew quarrel
some, "And," said he, u they tell me I 
struck somebody; but I did not know it, 
for I must have been too drunk. I was had 
before the magistrate, fined 5 s., and costs 
28 s., making 33 s. I was unable to pay 
it, and asked to be allowed to pay it by in
stalments ; but they said that unless I could 
pay 25 s. at once, and the rest in so many 
days, I must go to gaol for six weeks, and 
to Taunton gaol I am now going. I have 
left a wife and several children at home, 
and I suppose they must go to the work
house." 

See, my dear children, the sorrow and 
misery which sin brings ever in its track. 
This poor foolish man drank to excess, and 
then, in his drunkenness, injured another; 
thus getting himself into grievous trouble, 
and not himself only, but his poor helpless 
family. How shocking to the dear little 
children, to see their father taken away to 
prison, while they were left with aching 
hearts, not only to mourn the distressing 
separation, and their father's disgrace, fiut 
also to feel the want of all those things with 
which their father's labor supplied them. 

Every passenger in the carriage seemed 
to feel for the poor man. They talked to
gether about it, and at last the kind-hearted 
horse dealer said, " We are only a mile or 
two from Taunton; if anything is to be 
done,it must be done at once. Policeman, 
can you set this man at liberty, if his fine 
and costs are paid ? " 

" Yes," said the policeman. 
" Well, then," continued the generous 

horse-dealer, " here's a sovereign towards 
it, if my fellow-passengers will make up the 
rest." 

The prisoner, on seeing there was a 
chance of being set at liberty, appeared to 
melt; and over his browned cheeks the tears 
stole, one after another, while he tried to 
wipe them away with his chained hands. 
Each passenger contributed a part, and 
when all was put together, it was found to 
be enough to meet the demands of the law 

upon the prisoner. His ransom urns paid 
down; the policeman took out his key, and 
set him at liberty; and the poor man, as 
the fetters fell from his hands, burst into 
tears and sobbed like a child. The mana
cles were but just removed when the train 
reached Taunton ; but instead of walking 
out a captive and a criminal, to suffer the 
penalties of the law he had broken, he 
stepped on to the platform a FREE MAN, and 
doubtless within a few hours returned home 
to his gladdened and astonished wife and 
little ones. 

Was not this delightful ? Would not 
you have liked to bo there, to see the poor 
prisoner set free, and afterwards to see his 
dear little children, as he walked into the 
house, gather round him in delighted sur
prise to welcome him home once more ? 

But does not this little narrative teach 
us something ? Docs not the position this 
poor prisoner was in faintly resemble that 
of every sinner—of every son and daughter 
of Adam? Are we not all by nature sin
ners, and therefore all our lifetime subject 

| to bondage ? 
Yes, dear children, all are by nature un

der condemnation ; and Satan, like the po
liceman, has men in his power, while they, 
bound hand and foot under the dominion 
of sin, have no strength to deliver them
selves. Time, like the railway train, is 
hurrying on with all. " It is appointed 
unto men once to die, and after this the 
judgment." Oh, what a solemn thing to 
reach the end of this life's journey, only to 
be shut up for ever in that dreadful prison 
where the rich man in the parable cried in 
vain for one drop of water to cool his 
tongue, tormented in the flame! Would 
you not pity any one in such a condition ? 
Well, my dear child, young as you arc, if 
you have not believed in the Lord Jesus 
Christ, YOU arc in this very condition. Yes, 
young as you may be, the Word of God 
declares you arc a sinner. A sinner is un
der the dominion of sin, and in the power 
of Satan. But, ah! there is deliverance 
for you. Yes, the ever-blessed Son of God, 
the Lord Jesus Christ, has PAID DOWN 
THE RANSOM IN HIS OWN BLOOD. 
We arc all transgressors—all under deserved 
sentence of condemnation; all, but for Him, 
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must have come at last to be shut up under 
everlasting darkness. But, " tie bore our 
sins in His own body on the trce. , , u The 
blood of Jesus Christ, God's Son, clcanseth 
us from all sin." God has said so, and "he 
that believeth hath everlasting life." Yes, 
dear children, the RANSOM HAS BEEN PAID 
DOWN in blood, even the precious blood of 
God's dear Son. 

Now if when the passengers in the car
riage paid the ransom money to the police
man, the prisoner had refused to believe 
that he was free, had insisted on keeping 
the chains on his hands, and on going to 
the dreary prison, would you not have said 
that he was mad? Well, dear children, 
God Himself declares that the ransom is 
paid down, that all " is finished," and that 
" all that believe arc justified from all 
things." But He has also declared that " he 
that believeth not is condemned already." 
How solemn, to be condemned, after all, for 
" making God a liar! But I trust that not 
a few of those who read these pages have 
believed, and know that their ransom has 
been paid, because God says so. And 0 
how thankful must they feel to Him who 
paid their ransom in His own blood ! And 
how earnestly should they seek to :i please 
[Jim in all things!" But if there is one 
little reader who has not yet believed, may 
he or she have grace to do so now. 

" We are only a mile or two from Taun
ton," said the generous horse-dealer; "if 
anything is to be done, IT MUST BE DONE AT 
ONCE." And you, dear little reader, how 
near may you be to the end of your life's 
journey! u If anything is to be done, it 
must be done at once." " Behold, NOW is 
the accepted time; behold, NOW is the day 
of salvation." "Believe in the Lord Jesus 
Christ and thou shalt bo saved." 

A LITTLE CHILD'S THOUGHTS ABOUT JESUS. 

Oh, speak to me of Jesus ! 
'Tis sweet to hear His name ; 

Though alas ! I often grieve Him, 
His love is still the same. 

He makes me very happy, 
Strewing my path with flowers ; 

He guards me in the daytime, 
And through the midnight hours. 

My mother's hand is gentle, 
And her voice is sol't and low, 

But not so kind and soothing, 
As tlie words He whispers now. 

My sister loves me dearly, 
And hath ever tender been, 

But she could not die to save me, 
From the weary load of sin. 

And so when evening cometh, 
And I lie down to rest, 

I love to think my spirit, 
Leans on my Saviour's breast. 

And when through forest paths, 
I walk at sunny noon, 

I think my liand is elapsed in His, 
And He leads me gently on. 

I have never seen His face, 
But I know it is bright and fair, 

For the angels around His throne. 
Lovingly worship Him there. 

And He wears a glittering crown, 
Brighter than stars or suns: 

But the fairest gems that sparkle there, 
Are Ills ransomed little ones. 

I know I shall be, one tiny, 
A gem in that bright crown, 

When this weary little frame, 
In the quiet grave lies down. 

Oh ! speak to me often, then, 
Of the Saviour's precious love, 

As I daily journey on, 
To behold His face above. 

BLESS, AND CURSE NOT. 

4 BAD, passionate man was one morning 
sweating at his wife, when his little 

girl of five years old -came into the room 
and said, " Mother! 1 know my text ; let 
me make haste to school." 

" What ;is the text, my dear ?" said the 
poor mother, wishing to keep her child from 
hearing the oaths of the father. 

" Bless, and curse not," said the little 
girl, putting up her rosy mouth to her fath
er for a kiss as she finished the words. 

The tears came into the man's eyes as the 
child departed. All that day, u Bless, and 
curse not " rang in his ears. He became a 
changed man from that time. God had 
spoken by the mouth of a little child, and 
one can but exclaim with the Psalmist,"Out * 
of the mouth of babes and sucklings hast 
Thou ordained strength because of Thine 
enemies, that Thou mightest still the enemy 
and the avenger." Psalm viii. 2. 
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Gospel Books and Tracts for Children I 

To be obtained at the Depots, 
NEW YORK: M. Cathcart, 64 Bible House, Astor PL 
BOSTON : F. G. Brown, 3 Tremont Row. 
SAN FRANCISCO: C.Montgomery, 227 Second St. 
TORONTO : F. W. Grant, 398 Yonge Street. 
MONTREAL : C. Bnynes, 4 .George Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalhousie Street. 
MANCHESTER, Eng. : B. Horner, 93 Bloomsbury. 

JgpOn account of the difference of duty on import
ed books, the prices in Canada are somewhat less,but 
for the States these prices include postage. 

Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be
ing a Sketch of the Life of Moses, with a Map 
and Cuts. In cloth boards 36 cents. 

Sophy-s Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 
and Leviticus. 3 vols in cloth, 36 c. each, sold 
separately or together. These descriptive lessons 
in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 
for the little ones. 

Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 
London. Illustrated. Cloth, 36 c. 

Olive Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 
6 cuts, 36 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or in 
packages containing two each of the series, 36 c. 

Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 
packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 

Narratives for the Young. First, Second, Third and 
Fourth series ; Illustrated, in cloth limp, 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 36c. 

Helps for the Little Folks. A series of 8 stories, with 
8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c , or in packets of 2 each 
of. the series 24c. 

Tiny Tales—for the Little ones. Six stories with 6 
cuts, cloth limp 12c , or in packetsof 2 each of the 
series 12c Ditto second series. 

Goodly Pearls for Boys and Girls : Illustrated, cloth 
limp 9cT in packets ol 2 of each of the series 12c 

Good Seed for Scattering, with 12 cuts in cloth limp 
9c. in packets of 50 assorted 12c 

Golden Uems for the Young : illustrated. Four 
kinds. 1. David and Jonathan. 1. Elijah's last 
Journey. 3. Trodden down in the gate. 4. Naa-
man. 3 c , or in packets containing 2 each of the 
series, 8 Books, for 18c I 

Seed for Scattering. Being 8 Picture Tracts for child- I 
ren, 4 pages, sold in packets of 50, assorted, 12c. 

Letters to my Young Friends. Illustrated. 1. The 
Weeds, and what they teach us. 2. God's Mes
sage and How it was received. 3. Lost in the 
Woods. 4. " The Will," or God's love to the lit
tle ones. 5. " I want to be an angel." 6. Being 
like Jesus. Cloth limp 18c or in pnekcla con
taining one each of the series 9c. 

Above the Bright Blue Sky. 18 cents. 
Bible in the Wall. 36 cts. 
Bible Tales. Per Package of twelve, 19 cts. 
Bob, the Cabin Boy. 3 cts. 
Children's Own Hymn Book, new Edition. 15 cts. i 
China and the Chinese. 36 cts. 
Child's own Roll, or little hymns for ittle children, j 

(12 hymns) 18 cts. | 

Child Geraldine, 36 cents. 
Child's Prayer and Teacher's Crown. Hlustrated 

sheet, 3 cts. • 
Good News Sheet Almanac for 1872. (Illustrated) 

3 cts. 
" Goodly Pearls " for Boys and Girls. (Illustrated) 

Packet of 6, 12 cents. 
Good Seed. Illustrated. 9 cts. 
Happy Sailor Boy. 3 cts. 
How Sudden ! C. S. 5 cts. 
I am so happy. 3 cts. 
" I am bound to let you pass." 3 cts. 
Kind Baronet and the Broken Bowl. 3 cts. 
Lamb of the Fold. 3 cts. 
Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lutty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts. 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts. 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 cts. 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3c 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work ? &c. 18c 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature: or Spiritual Fables. 18 cts. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 36 cts. 
Happy Blind Boy. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Lighthonse. 3 cts. 
Martyrs of Madagascar. 36 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cts, 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Key. 27 cts. 
What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth bd. $1.00. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of " PURE 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CHRIST'R WOLS-
TON, 64 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should bo 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities for gratuit
ous distribution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 6 subscri
bers for us, to be sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams " for the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
U preferred. We believe it will be real service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and wo say tho 
same to those who love the little ones. 

The bound volumes of " Pure Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 

fl^"To save time and trouble, subscribers in Cana
da will be kind enough to send their orders to 31)8 
Yonge Street, Toronto, Ontario ; and those in the 
States to 64 Bible House, Astor Place, New York. 
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THE CAMEL, or Life through Death. 
HO of our litllo readers has not 
often read about the camel, and 
looked at pictures, like this one, 
that represent it. Perhaps, too, 

some of you have seen a real, live one in 
one of the many " Menagaries," or " Wild 
beast shows," that go about the country. 
But it is a very different thing to see a cam
el in the streets of an American city, where 
its strange gaunt form looks so out of place, 
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and unlike everything that surrounds it, I 
and to see it in its own country for winch 
God has so wonderfully adapted it. 

The home of the camel is the East, and 
therefore we read a great deal about camels 
in the Bible. You will recollect that Abra
ham had camels, and Job is said to have had 
3000 of them. If you take your Bibles and 
look out all the places where camels are 
mentioned, you will find it quite interesting. 

It is in desert, sandy countries that cam
els abound, and there they look anything 
but strange and out of place, I can assure 
you. The great use of the camel is to car
ry people and their goods across the vast 
deserts, that form so marked a feature in 
eastern countries. On this account it has 
been called the " ship of the desert," or 
"land-ship," by the people of the east, and 
its feet are peculiarly constructed so as not 
to sink in the sand ; but the most remark
able feature in the construction of the cam
el is that by which it is enabled to go for 
20 or 30 days without drinking. 

Within the body is a cavity, divided into 
little chambers that fill when the animal 
drinks, which usually occupies him about a 
quarter of an hour, and with the supply of 
water thus stored up he is enabled to take 
his long journeys across the desert, where 
often many, many days are travelled with
out meeting with any water. 

Travellers have to carry their water with 
them in leather bags, and sometimes the 
water gets all exhausted, so that they are 
in danger of dying of thirst; and then 
what do you think they do? They kill the 
camel that carries them, and save their lives 
by drinking the water they find inside the 
camel. The living camel dies, and the dy
ing traveller lives by'drinking the water 
out of the dead camel, so in this way, you 
see, the one life is given up to save the oth
er. Is not this " life through death ?" If 
the camel did not die the traveller would 
have to die. The camel has his life in him 
in the water, and could go on without the 
traveller whom he carries on his back, but 
the traveller would die even though the 
camel carried him on, so that the living 
camel would be of no use to the traveller. 

Dear children, does not this remind you 
of something else? Does it not speak to 

you of Jesus, the Son of God, who came 
into this desert world to give life to dying 
sinners ? Jesus whilst living upon earth, 
and moving about amongst people carrying 
the burdens and sorrows of all those who 
came to Him, and having " life in Himself," 
was just like the camel carrying the travel
ler and his burden with water inside him 
that could save the traveller's life. And as 
the camel had to die to give this water to 
the one who needed it, so Jesus had to die 
that the life, the eternal life, that was in 
Him might be given to sinners. 

Scripture says we all, young and old. 
" must be .born again,"—have a new life, in 
order to be with God in Heaven, but this 
new life could only be given us through the 
death of another,—of One having an unfor-
feited life of His own which He could give 
for us, and so we read, " That God so loved 
the world that He gave His only begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should 
not perish but have eternal life." 

Will you think of m this "life through 
death," the next time you see a camel? 
Think of Jesus on the cross dead for sin
ners, thus giving " life through death " to 
all that believe in Him. It is only as be
lieving in the death of Jesus for them that 
any can have eternal life, and this the Lord 
teaches us very plainly in the 6th of John, 
where he says, " Verily, verily, I say unto 
you, except ye eat the flesh of the Son of 
Man, and drink His blood, ye have no life 
in you." We eat His flesh and drink His 
blood by simply believing' on Jesus as hav
ing died on the cross lor us. It is " life 
through death." 

THE MICROSCOPE, 
OR How GOD LOOKS AT SIN. 

f
URING the last summer, a christian 
lady who was visiting a seaside 
place, asked some little children 
to come to her every Lord's day 
afternoon to hear about the Lord 
Jesus. One afternoon, she wanted 

to tell them what God thought about sin, so 
she took a microscope, and gave them some 
very small print to look at through it. They 
all exclaimed, " How large the letters look, 
and when we look at them without the mi
croscope they look so very small." So then 
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the lady told them, " That is the way God 
looks at sin." 

You see, God thinks sin is very big, while 
you and I think it looks very small: we need 
to look at it through a microscope like the lit
tle children did at the small print,to see how 
big it really is, though it looks so small to us. 

Now, dear children, perhaps you think it 
is a very little thing to tell a story, or get 
out of temper, or be disobedient to your 
parents, but God does not think it a little 
thing, God thinks it so big that nothing but 
the blood of Jesus, His own dear Son, could 
wash it away, and God loved the world so 
much, and the dear little children too, that 
" He gave His only begotten Son " to die 
on the cross, so that His precious blood 
might wash away all their sins. 

He could not take you to heaven, to be 
with Him, with one of these naughty things 
on you that you have done. So, in order 
to take you to heaven, He gave His only 
beloved Son to die for you on the cross, so 
that His precious blood might be put on the 
top of all your sins, and "blot them out" 
and hide them from God's sight, so that in
stead of seeing your sins on you, which 
would keep you away from Him, He sees 
only the blood of Jesus, which makes you 
fit to go to heaven. 

Now then, instead of being afraid of God 
you should know that God loves you, and 
therefore He sent His son to die for you. 
Do you not think that it ought to make you 
feel that every naughty thing you do or 
think is very big, instead of being very lit
tle, when you see that it takes the precious 
blood of the Lord Jesus to wash it away ? 
That is the way God looks at it. 

And now, if you believe all this, you 
ought to try and do everything to please 
that One who has shed His blood for you. 
He is alive now in heaven at God's right 
hand and looks down and sees everything 
you do, as well as all you think, and He 
sees whether you are trying to please Him 
or not; and if you love Him you won't want 
to grieve Him, will you ? He is soon com
ing again to take those who believe in Him 
to live in His home up in heaven, and if you 
believe in Him and trust His precious blood 
that " cleanses from all sin," He will take 
you to be there too, to live with Him forever. 

"A LITTLE CHILD SHALL LEAD 
THEM." 

MN a sweet spot, in one of the Western 
States, lives little Annie Gale. Not long 
ago, she was led to embrace Christ as 

her Savior. The news of her conversion 
soon spread through the place. 

One day a friend called on her father, 
and said, " I t ' s all nonsense for your Annie 
to think she has been converted, she's just 
like a little angel always; I don't believe 
in religion making her better, she's good 
enough before. If Dan Hunter, now, could 
be turned round and made a christian of, 
I'd believe in it." 

Annie heard the conversation, and her 
heart beat with pity for poor Dan; she knew 
him to be one of the worst and vilest of 
characters. Impelled with love for his soul, 
she went to his wretched dwelling, and be
gan to talk to him in tender tones about 
Jesus, and God's love to the chief of sin
ners. After referring to her own conver
sion, she asked him if he was not a sinner, 
and if he did not need the same Savior 
whom she had found? Poor old Dan's 
heart was touched; he wept, he fell upon 
his knees, and cried out, " Lord, ha' mercy 
on the worst of sinners." 

God heard that earnest, penitent cry; 
and Annie left the old man praising the 
mercy which could save a wretch like him. 
It was Dan's business now to tell to all the 
story of God's love. He would say, " It's 
the same gospel, the very same gospel that 
so blessed little Annie Gale; you wouldn't 
think it, but the same Lord which blesses 
little children saves the chief of sinners. 
Jesus casts out none" 
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]FORE putting her to bed^a mother 
had been telling her little one the 
story of "the 'Good Shepherd" 
from the 10th of John. Not for 

the first time was the story now told, but 
on this occasion the little heart seemed to 
listen with more than usual interest as the 
mother poured from her own heart that 
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wondrous story of divine love, of how the I 
blessed Son of God had become a man, so 
that He might come to this world, and be 
" the good Shepherd" of poor lost sinners. 

The world was described as the place 
where the sheep and lambs roamed about 
under the Shepherd's care, who watched 
them ceaselessly day and night to keep 
them from the terrible wolf that was ever 
trying to catch them and eat them up. It 
was told her how at last the Shepherd, in 
order to save them from the wolf, gave up 
His life and died to save His dear sheep 
and lambs. It was explained to her that 
the terrible wolf was Satan who was allowed 
by God to have power over people, because 
they had sinned against Him, and that the 
only way the good Shepherd could take the 
sheep quite away from the wolfs power, and 
save them forever, was by dying Himself 
for them, and putting away their sins, so | 
that He might give them eternal life, and 
always have them with Himself. 

How after dying for His sheep the good 
Shepherd had risen again from the dead, as I 
the " great Shepherd of the sheep," and that j 
though she could not see Him with her eyes | 
still that He was close to those who put 
their trust in Him, was also simply explain
ed to her, and the mother felt that the heart 
of her little one was greatly moved. 

For a few minutes she ceased speaking, 
and her child sat still in her lap, evidently | 
entirely absorbed by what she had bsen 
listening to. She then said softly to her, | 
" Well, darling, what would you do if you j 
heard the wolf coming?" I 

With a little start, and flinging her arms 
round her mother's neck, and clinging to 
her with all her might, she exclaimed, " I 
would jump up into the arms of the good 
Shepherd and cling round His neck like 
this." 

It was quite plain, that not only had the 
story been believed, but that the living 
presence of that good Shepherd was real
ized by her young heart, as well as the dan
ger she was exposed to by the presence and 
power of Satan, from which she felt safety 
was alone to be found in the Shepherd's 
arms. 

This was no passing emotion of her 
childish heart, but a divinely wrought faith 
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in her young soul in Jesus the Son of God 
as her own Shepherd and Savior. Her sub
sequent life has proved this, and when ever 
any trouble has come to her she has as 
simply turned to Jesus for help and succor 
as she then expressed her first iaith in Him 
by clinging round her mother's neck, as the 
expression of that faith's way of acting. 
She realized then, and still realizes, young 
though she was and yet is, that the good 
Shepherd "carries the lambs in His bosom." 

She is often a wayward and naughty lit
tle lamb, but she does follow her Shepherd's 
voice, though sometimes a little slow to re
spond to His call, so that He has to come 
after her with His Shepherd's crook, still 
she knows well she is His lamb, and rests 
in His word which says, "My sheep hear 
My voice, and I know them, and they fol
low Mc, and I give unio ihem eternal life ; 
and thejj shall never perish, neither shall 
any pluck them out of My hand" 

THE SAILOR BOY'S PRAYER. 

(Isaiah LXY. 24, Luke XII. 40.) 

Fiercely the dark waves roared and tossed 
Beneath the midnight sky ; 

The howling gale bore to the coast 
A wild imploring cry. 

Swiftly a little boat was manned, 
God ruled the billow's wrath; 

Three men were rescued, and to land 
She bore them without scath. 

Slowly the captain's senses woke, 
For life had well nigh sped, 

And feebly then his pale lips spoke, 
" Who's saved? Who's saved? Where's Ned?" 

" Not here—not here ! " " 0 ! haste again 
To yon fast sinking wreck ! 

And if for him your search is vain, 
Then bring his bible back. 
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Again those dauntless hearts the night 

Of winds and waves defied; 
And One unseen by mortal sight 

Was there the helm to guide. 
The boy they found not—and the book 

Alone they bore away ; 
And straight it to the captain took, 

Drenched with the briny spray. 

Tears coursed his weather-beaten cheek, 
Emotion shook his voice ; 

" He taught us all our God to seek,'' 
He said, " and would rejoice 

If we would listen while he read 
God's holy words of love; 

And his pure life an influence shed 
His pleading words above. 

"And when this tempest lashed the deep, 
And death's dread form drew near, 

His prayer, which made us sailors weep, 
Still echoes in mine ear;— 

' If one of us, 0 Lord, must find 
A watery grave this night, 

Take him, dear Lord, whom Thou dost find 
The ready and the right.' 

"And God has heard the sailor-boy, 
Above the rushing storm; 

His spirit tastes now God's own joy, 
Though ocean holds his form. 

We still are spared—Oh! e'er can be 
Forgot this solemn night? 

God grant each at His call may be 
The ready and the right." A. L. 

THE BABE OF HEAVEN. 
PART II. 

Dust soiled and travel-weary, a thoughtful 
man walked through the principal street of 
a large western city. As he went on, ap
parently absorbed in his own meditations, 
his eye accidentally encountered a face look
ing down from the window of a handsome 
house. His whole countenance suddenly 
changed. He paused an instant, looking 
eagerly at the window; and in another mo
ment his hand was on the bell-handle. He 
was ushered into the very room where sat 
the lady of the house. 

" You will pardon my intrusion," he said, 
"but I could not pass by, after seeing you 
accidentally at the window. I have never 
forgotten you nor your little girl, who five 
years ago, in a stage coach, put to me the 
artless question, i Does you love God V Do 
you remember ?" 

' • I think I do," said the lady smilingly, 
" from the circumstance that you seemed so 
much startled and confused; but my dear 

child asked almost every person with whom 
we met, that or similar questions." 

" Her innocent face is graven on my 
heart," said the young man with much emo
tion. " Never, since that day, have I been 
tempted to do that which my conscience 
would not sanction, but the earnest, serious 
gaze with which she regarded me before she 
asked that question, has come to my mind. 
Would she remember me, do you think? 
Absurd thought! of course she would not. 
But I should remember her anywhere, un
der any circumstances. Can I not see her, 
madam? Is she at home with you? I long 
to take her in my arms, and hear once more 
the voice that God has used to draw my 
heart to Him." 

Strange that, in his eagerness, he did not 
notice that paling cheek, the quiver of the 
mother's lips, the sudden placing of her 
hand against her heart! Strange also that 
he did not mark the absence of pattering 
feet; of little gentle indications that a child's 
fingers had been busy in the room about 
him. 

Suddenly, as he ceased speaking, there 
came over him a startling consciousness. He 
saw the tear-stained cheek turned towards 
the window; he noticed the garments of 
sombre hue; he heard the silence reigning 
within. 

" Madam—is—the child ?" 
"She is in heaven," came low and brokenly 

from the trembling lips. 
The young man sank back on his seat, 

agitated, dumb—sorrowful that he had -so 
rudely torn open the still bleeding wound 
in that womanly heart. 

" This is sad tidings," he said, after a long 
pause, and his voice was troubled. " Dear 
little angel! she is, then, speaking tome 
from the grave." 

The mother arose, and beckoned him to 
follow her. Into a little hallowed chamber 
she went, where, in a case, were the books 
the child loved, her Bible, her beautiful re
wards, her childish toys. 

"There," said the mother, now quite 
broken down, and sobbing as she spoke, 
" there is all that is left on earth of precious 
Nettie." 

" No, madam; that is not all that is left: 
I am hero a monument of God's mercy, 
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made so through her holy influence. Be
fore she asked me that question on that 
eventful day, my mind was a chaos of doubt, 
of bewildering and conflicting errors. I had 
dared to question the existence of an Al
mighty Creator. I had defyingly thrown 
my taunts at Him, who, in great forbear
ance, has forgiven me. My influence for 
evil was unlimited; because men looked up 
to me, and chose me for their leader. I was 
going the downward path,—groping blindly 
in a great labyrinth of error, and dragging 
others with me. Madam, by this time, I 
might have been a debauchee, a libertine, a 
God-defying wretch, but for her unlooked-
for question— 

" ' Does you love God V 
"Oh! that voice! that look! that almost 

infinite sorrow! that divine pity, that, 
through her, glanced into my soul! Mad
am, these tears bear witness that your child 
left more than precious dust and perishing 
toys." 

Utterly broken down, the strong man 
wept like a child. All he said was true; 
for he held the hearts ot men in his hands. 
In genius, he was one of the strong ones of 
the earth; and all that powerful mind was 
engaged in spreading the tidings of man's 
salvation through Jesus Christ. 

Oh ! little children do a mighty work. 
Reader, in the sweet accents of that babe 

of heaven, is there not a voice in your heart 
asking,— 

" Does you love God ?" 

HOW LITTLE HEARTS MAY BE 
SATISFIED. 

( ^ ^ Should like you to think a little, 
JJ|vdear children, about a very sweet 

^eJ~Sverse in the Bible. You will find it 
^ N S ^ i n the Gth of John,—the 35th verse ; 

U © ^ " He that cometh unto Me shall never 
X* hunger; and he that believeth on 

M13 shall never thirst." 
Now pause a little, and think a moment, 

it you understand anything of the meaning 
of these precious words. The Lord Jesus 
who knows what is in man, knows that in 
the heart of every one, whether they are 
big or little, there is an unsatisfied longing 
for something they have not got, in a word, 
they are hungry and thirsty. 

I know some little girl may think; if I only 
had such a beautiful large doll, with plenty 
of nice clothes, as so and so has, I should 
be qaite happy, or, if I had plenty of money 
to get as many nice books as ever I could 
read, then I should be satisfied. 

But, dear child, it is not so. There is 
only one thing that can really satisfy your 
heart, and that is, having Jesus in it. 
Should you like to have Jesus in your heart? 
Oh, yes, I think I hear you all exclaim, I 
should like to have Jesus; but stop a minute, 
dear children, remember you must let Jesus 
fill your heart if you would be satisfied with 
Him. You cannot enjoy Christ and your 
own way; you cannot please Him and your
self; He says in the 9th chap, of Luke and 
the 23rd verse, "If any man will come after 
Me let him deny himself and take up his 
cross daily and follow Me." But there is an
other verse in the 12th of John which is, 
one may say, the bright side of the picture, 
read the 26th verse, "If any man serve Me, 
let him follow Me; and where I am, there 
shall also My servant be." 

Oh, think of that, dear children, if it is 
a life of daily self-denial here, think what 
glory it will be bye and bye ; that where 
Jesus is, there shall also His servant be, 
even though that servant be but a little child. 
And, then again, the cross becomes very 
light if the heart is full of Jesus, it will no 
longer grieve you to give up your own way 
with your play fellows. 

If you are only seeking to please Jesus, 
if He is your object and not your self, even 
though your path be one of pain and suffer
ing, still you have no desire for earthly 
things to gratify you, for you are satisfied. 

Did you ever hear the story of a poor old 
woman who lived in a cellar, with scarcely 
any furniture in it and no fire, and all she 
had to dine upon was a crust of dry bread 
and a little cold water in a cracked teacup; 
yet, instead of murmuring at her hard lot, 
while others had plenty, she was heard to 
exclaim, "All this, and Christ besides !" 

But now, before I close, I cannot help 
thinking that there may be some poor child
ren who have thought very little of all this, 
and who may have no desire to have Christ 
at all; dear children, I call you poor, you 
may be rich in this world, but you are 
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miserably[poor and empty, if you are content 
to remain as you are without Jesus. 

I will tell you what the Bible says of 
such as you, read the 3d of Revelation and 
17th verse, "Because thou sayest, I am rich, 
and increased with goods, and have need of 
nothing; and knowest not that thou art J 
wretched, and miserable, and poor, and blind., 
and naked;" but see the patient love of the i 
Lord Jesus, even to such proud careless 
ones, read the 20th verse, "Behold I stand 
at the door and knock;" dear one, He is 
knocking now, at your door, will you not j 
open to Him ? He tells you of all His love, 
how He died on the cross for you, and says, 
"Him that cometh unto Me I will in no wise 
cast out/ ' will you not come? He says again, I 
aHe Jhat believeth on Me hath everlasting 
life." Oh, will you not believe on Him now 
and be everlastingly satisfied. God grant 
you may for Christ's sake. A. M. C. 

Gospel Books and Tracts for Children 
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Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lotty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts. 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts". 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 c tsr 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3c. 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work ? &c. 18c. 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature: or Spiritual Fables. 18 cts. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 36 cts. 
Happy Blind Boy. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Light'honse; 3 cts. 
Martyrs of Madagascar. 36 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cts, 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Ivey. 27 cts. 
What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth bd. $1.00. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of " PURE 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CIIRIST'R WOLS-
TON, 64 Bible House, New York. h 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should be 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities for gratuit
ous distribution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 6 subscri
bers for us, to be sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams " for the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. We believo it will bo real service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and we say the 
same to those who love the little ones. 

The bound volumes of " Pure Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 

E T T O save time and trouble, subscribers in Cana
da will be kind enough to send their orders to 398 
Yonge" Street, Toronto, Ontario ; and those in tho 
States to 64 Bible House, Astor Place, New York. 
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The Wreck of the Atlantic : 
AND 

How A LITTLE BOY WAS SAVED FROM IT. 

f 

('^[jSfe'ANY of our young readers will 
fcJ™i) have hoard of the terrible wreck, 

T]« on the 1st day of April, of a large 
^ steam-ship called the Atlantic.— 

We are not. going to tell them all 
^ about the wreck, or harrow their 

hearts by descriptions of that fearful scene, 
but we shall give them just one incident 
from the account of the wreck as related 
in one of the daily papers at the time. It 

tells of how a little boy was sav
ed, and when they have read it 
we want to say a few words to 
them about it. 

" A little fellow, the only child 
saved from the wreck, rushed 
upon the deck with the stream 
of passengers, when the first 
alarm was given. His parents 
and other members of his family 
wTere still below, and evidently 
perished when the ship filled and 
fell over on her side. Hustled 
about among that struggling 
mass of excited humanity, the 
piteous screams of the poor lit
tle fellow went to the hardest 

heart. He leaped upon the back of one of 
the men, in the hope of saving himself, but 
in that fearful crisis, when everybody was 
intent upon saving themselves, few paid at
tention to the wails of the boy, and the man 
upon whose back he was clinging, as if for 
dear life, made several ineffectual attempts 
to shake the boy off. The cries of the boy 
at last attracted the attention of the captain, 
who perceiving the tenacious manner in 
which he was struggling for life, called out 
to the men who were surrounding the line 
that led to the rock, to endeavor if possible 
to save the boy, and the little fellow was 
immediately passed over the heads of the 
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struggling mass and placed in the boat. 
Men who were exerting themselves to save 
their own and others' lives, almost wept for 
joy as they saw the lad safely landed on the 
shore." 

When we read this touching and thrilling 
incident, it brought tears to our eyes of 
thankfulness to God for saving that dear 
little boy, and we thought at the time we 
would give our little readers a thought or 
two that came to our minds at the time as 
to it. We thought as we read it,—that is 
just how poor sinners are saved. They are 
in great fright and fear of being eternally 
lost, and do all they can to save themselves, 
and cry ou,t for help, but all is no use till 
Jesus, of His free love and goodness, just 
takes them up in His strong arms, and puts 
them safe beyond the waves of judgment. 

The little boy, earnest as he was to save 
himself, and clinging to the back of the 
man, would certainly have been lost if the 
captain had not heard his cries, seen his 
struggles, and taking pity on him, command
ed those about him to lift the little boy over 
their heads, and put him into the boat. 

So God puts poor sinners, that cry to Him 
for mercy, into the hands of Jesus to be 
saved, and He saves them. All their efforts, 
like the little boy's, are of no use in sav
ing them. They just believe in Jesus, and 
He saves them, by His own mighty arm, 
puts them quite safe in God's boat of salva
tion. 

Are all our little readers saved from the 
wreck ? I mean, are their souls saved from 
judgment ? Perhaps some are trying to do 
their best and be saved in that way.— 
That was not the way the little boy was 
saved. He cried out with all his might :* 
the captain heard his cry and saved him. 
God's way of salvation is just like this. Je
sus, like the captain, is the Savior, and 
God's word says, that "whosoever shall call 
upon the name of the Lord shall be saved." 
It is impossible to call upon the Lord Jesus 
and not be saved, for the word of God says 
whosoever calls " shall be saved," and as, 
too, the people, who saw that the little boy 
was saved, were very glad, so God rejoices 
over those that believe in Jesus, and get sav
ed. He says, " It is meet for us to be. mer
ry, fortius my son was lost and is found." 

THE CROSS HAS I ONE IT ALL.' 

and 

DEAR LITTLE FRIENDS: — 

want to tell you a dream that I had 
the other night, for I doubt not that 
you like to read or listen to stories, 
when stories are good they arc of 

course useful. 
Well this was my dream. I thought that 

I was walking along a road and presently I 
' came to a place where a meeting was being 
I held, and where people were being told of 
1 Jesus, and of all that He did to save us. 
! When I got to the door, I heard sounds of 
I joy, and many voices saying, " The cross 
I has clone it all." " The cross has done it 
\ all"—I wondered—and as I opened the 
door and looked in I saw many faces, and 

I each appeared to be so bright and happy. 
In the centre stood a man, and his face was 
the brightest and happiest of all. It was 
his joy that gave the key-note to theirs. I 
found he had been a sinner, a great sinner, 
that he had come in to the meeting that 
night, troubled as to his state, and fearing 
that the judgment of God might fall on 
him because of his sins. But when the 
meeting was over, and when some of the 
eirnest people of God had spoken to him, 
and explained clearly and lovingly that, 
though his sins did demand the. judgment 
of God, yet that judgment had fallen on 
God's own holy Son when on the cross— 
that there and then He " who knew no sin 
was made sin for us"—that God " laid on' 
Him our iniquity"—and that " His blood 
cleanseth from all sin "—the light of the 
gospel broke in upon his soul, and seeing 
by Divine enlightenment the true meaning 
and value of the work which the Lord Jesus 
performed on Calvary, he exclaimed with 
rapture, "Oh the cross has done it all." 
And in seeing this, his fear, his dread, his 
apprehension of wrath to come upon him 
for his sins, all passed away, and he became 
exultingly happy. 

His shout of victory was taken up by 
those around him, and his joy became 
theirs. 

Then thought I, in my dream, what a 
strange expression—" the cross has done it 
all "—yet it conveyed, in its own way, the 
truth—for I dare say you remember that 
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Jesus said when on the cross uit is finished." 
Meaning thereby that the great and only 
work which could atone for sin was all 
completed. 

Thus, the judgment due to sin fell on 
Him. God hid His face from Je^us, and 
Jesus bore the punishment which we should 
have borne, and which the wicked will bear 
forever in hell. But then if Jesus died for 
me, and bore the heavy load of punishment 
and judgment instead of me, surely, when 
I trust in Him, I am free! 

I remember a school girl being con
verted by means of the verse in Rom. V. 
" Christ died for me" The governess was 
explaining it to her and happened to say 
that "for" meant " instead of'"—Christ 
died instead of us. She began to think, and 
the Spirit of God led her to see that Jesus 
died instead of her, and therefore she was 
saved—for said Jesus—" He that heareth 
my word and believeth on Him that sent 
Me hath everlasting life, shall not come into 
condemnation, but is passed from death 
unto life." (John V. 24.) 

Now, tell me, would'nt you like to be 
happy ? Would'nt you like to know that 
u the cross has done it a l l" for you, and 
that your sins were all blotted out by " the 
blood of the cross?"—that so you might 
know Jesus, and live for Jesus, and spend 
eternity with Jesus. 

Well, dear little friends, trust your sculs 
just now, as they are, to Him whose blood 
can cleanse now from all sin—for God says 
u Blessed are all they that put their trust 
in Ilim." Psalms 11. 12. J. w. s. 

THE LOST SHEEP AND THE GOOD 
SHEPHERD. 

THE NOBLE ROMAN SERVANT. 

A ROMAN servant, knowing that his mas- ; 
tor was sought for to be put to death, ! 

clothed himself in his master's garments ' 
that ho might be taken for him ; he was ! 
taken and put to death in his stead ; in | 
memory of which his master caused his 
statue in brass to be erected, as a monument 
of gratitude for his poor servant's fidelity 
and affection. " For a good man some 
would even dare to die. But God com
mended His love toward ws, in that, while 
we were yet sinners, Christ died for us." 

A silly sheep had strayed, 
O'er many a barren wild, 

Her fleece was soiled and torn, 
And she was all defiled. 

The night was dark and lone, 
The wolves were prowling round, 

Hungry and faint and sick, 
She sinks upon the ground. 

" Ah, vain, presumptuous fool, 
To leave my shepherd's side, 

And wander off alone 
To roam in pastures wide. 

" Now I am lost, undone, 
I lay me down to die, 

For there's no arm to save, 
Alas, no pitying eye. 

But lo, she hears a Voice, 
" I know my sheep," It cried, 

And looking up she sees 
The Shepherd by her side. 

With words of wondrous love, 
In pitying, tender tone, 

He soothes the trembling sheep, 
And bids her fears begone. 

He speaks no word of wrath, 
But in His hands she spied 

Some trace of what it cost 
To bring Him to her side. 

In feet, and side, and brow, 
The nails, the spear, the thorn, 

Leave marks of what His love, 
For His poor sheep has borne. 

Then on His shoulders strong 
He bears the lost one home, 

And now she knows His love, 
She'll seek no more to roam. 

Her fleece no more defiled, 
For from His wounded side, 

To wash away her stains, 
There poured a crimson tide. 

No more in pastures wide, 
Her foolish feet will stray, 

She follows her dear Guide, 
In the straight and narrow way. 

And now, dear little child, 
Christ is that Shepherd good, 

Who died to save His sheep, 
And wash them in His blood. 

'Tis you He seeks to save, 
So far, far off lrom God, 

He fain would have you nigh, 
Washed in his precious blood. 

Come to Him now, dear child, 
His arms are open wide, 

And cleave forevermore 
To that dear Shepherd's side. M. A. C. 
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OB, 

TIME AND ETERNITY. 
KNOW what that is," exclaim some of 
our little readers, as they look at the 

JUS picture above. " It is an hour-glass, 
and it is good fun to watch the sand run
ning from the top into the bottom." 

Yes, it is very amusing indeed, and so 
the two little children in the picture think 

too, if we may judge from their eager in
terested faces. But I wonder if they arc 
thinking of anything beyond the sand, as it 
runs down. Perhaps they have been told 
to stay in the room until all the sand has 
run through before being allowed to get out 
of doors to their play, and it may be it is 
this, as much as the fact of looking at the 
sand, running down with all its might, that 
makes them watch it so eagerly. Perhaps 
one of them is saying, "Oh, how long this 
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hour does seem ! I do wish the sand would 
make more haste, and be all run down;" 
and it may be they give the hour-glass 
a little shake now and then to wake the 
sand up to be quick, but it is no use shak
ing the hour-glass, the little hole through 
which the sand runs won't let the sand get 
through one moment sooner than it is a mind 
to, and that is in just one hour, so it is no 
use the sand getting impatient, because the 
little hole has quite made up its mind that 
not one panicle of sand shall get through 
before its own proper time, and the little 
folks that are watching the hour-glass may 
as well be patient too, and remain in the 
small room till the hour-glass, by letting 
the last atom of sand go through, gives 
them leave to run away to their play. 

Well, I will tell you what the hour-glass 
makes me think of, as I watch one little 
particle of sand after another disappear 
from the top. It makes me think of Time 
and Eternity. Of how God has, as it were, 
bottled up so much time like sand, to run 
through a little hole, and that soon it will 
be all run through, and that, when the last | 
moment of time has run out eternity will 
come. ! 

In eternity there will be nothing to mark 
life off as it flows along. No minutes, days 
or weeks or months or years, and I will tell 
you why, there will be no sun then to make 
nights and days. There will be no time be
cause there will be no sun, and so we read 
in the bible, u The city had no need of the 
sun, neither of the moon, to shine, for the 
glory of God did lighten it, and the Lamb 
is the light thereof." 

Just as people live a certain time on 
earth, and then pass off it into eternity; so 
the earth, as it now is, will continue a cer
tain time, and then God will create a new 
heavens and a new earth which will con
tinue forever and ever. People then will 
not talk of days and months and years, 
running from one fixed period to another, 
there will be no time then, all will be 
eternity. 

When I see a little boy, or girl, or grown 
up person, I say to myself there is an hour
glass, with just so many minutes of time 
in it, like atoms of sand, and when the sands 

or minutes of times, are all run out that 
person will be in eternity. 

Did you ever little reader think of your
self as an hour-glass, having just so long 
to live and no longer, just so many minutes 
to run out like atoms of sand? Just think 
as you see the atoms of sand run through, 
" there go my minutes of time, and I won
der how many more minutes are left." Yes 
how many ? Suppose they all run-out to
night. How would you like to be in eter
nity to-night? 

Or, if you think of this world, and how 
long it will last, do you say to yourself, 
" there go the sands of time out of the big 
hour-glass of the world, and soon every 
body will be in eternity. Do you think of 
yourself and of others then, in this way— 
u what will be my condition,' and that of all 
others in eternity ?" 

Does this thought make you afraid ? and 
not wish to look at the hour-glass, and see 
the atoms of sand running down so fast? 
and saying, each one as they fall to the 
bottom, Eternity is coming! Eternity is 
coming! Eternity is coming ! If so, just 
think of this one verse, " God so loved the 
world that He gave His only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth on Him, should 
not perish but have ETERNAL LIFE." 

" I WOULD GO IP I HAD TO SWIM 
THERE." 

( g ^ I ^ \ NEW ZEALAND girl was brought 
^ ^ i f V o v e r t° England to be educated. 

(2^(3^) ^ n e became a t r u e Christian. When 
^ O - * - ^ she was about to return, some of 
her playmates endeavored to dissuade her. 
They said " Why go back to New Zealand ? 
You are accustomed to England now. You 
love its shady lanes and clover fields. It 
suits your health. Besides, you may be 
ship-wrecked on the ocean. You may be 
killed and eaten by your own people—every 
body will have forgotton you !" " What!" 
she said, " do you think that I could keep 
the ' good news' to myself? Do you think 
that I could be content with pardon and 
peace and eternal life for myself, and not 
go and tell my dear father and mother how 
they may gjet it too ? I would go if I had 
to swim there." 
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BOB, THE CABIN BOY. 
PART I. 

§OME time ago, a vessel sailed from 
England with a captain whose habit
ual blasphemy, drunkcnnesss, and 

tyranny so disgusted the crew, that some of 
the most fatal consequences might have 
taken place, but for his sudden and alarm
ing illness. The mate took charge of the 
ship, and the captain, greatly afflicted, was 
left by the unanimous voice of the crew to 
perish in his cabin. He had continued 
nearly a week in this neglected state, when 
the heart of a poor boy on board was touched 
with the sufferings of this wicked man, and 
he determined, notwithstanding the oppo
sition of the crew, to enter the cabin and 
speak to him. So, opening the state-room 
door, he called out, " Captain, how arc 
you ?" A surly voice replied, " What's 
that to you? be off!" Thus repulsed, the 
boy went on deck : but next morning he 
determined to make another attempt, and 
at the state-room door cried, " Captain, 
hope you are better!" " Oh, Bob, I'm 
very bad: been ill all night." The boy, 
encouraged by this mild answer, drew nigh 
the bedplace, and said, " Captain, please let 
me wtish your hands and face; it will re
fresh you much." The captain nodded as
sent. Having performed .this kind office, 
the boy said, " Please, master let me shave 
you." He was permitted to do this also ; 
and he then proposed some tea. The cap
tain had been a desperate and wicked man 
beyond many, and, as he knew he had no 
mercy to expect from his crew, so he was 
determined not to solicit any. " I'll per
ish," aaid this obstinate and perverse soul, 
" rather than ask one favor of them." But 

the unsolicited and undeserved kindness of 
this poor boy found its way to the heart of 
this violent man ; and in spite of all his 
daring, independent spirit, his bowels melt
ed, and his iron face displayed the starting 
tear. How many ways the Almighty has 
of gaining access to the hearts of His stub
born and rebellious creatures ! A little 
captive maid directs the leprous Naaman, 
and a menial servant mildly subdues the 
haughty general into compliance with the 
prophet's orders. (See 2 Kings, chap, v.) 
The captain soon felt the good effects of the 
boy's attendance, and therefore permitted , 
him to do what he pleased in future for the 
alleviation of his pains or the restoration 
of his health. However, his weakness daily 
increased, and he became gradually con
vinced that he should not live many weeks 
at farthest. His mind was filled with in
creasing terror, as the prospects of death 
and eternity drew nearer to his confused 
and agitated view. Brought up amongst 
the worst of seamen in early life, he had 
imbibed all their principles, followed their 
practices, and despised remonstrance or re 
proof. A man-of war had finished his edu
cation ; and a long course of successful 
voyages, as master of a vessel, had contrib
uted to harden his heart, and not only to 
induce him to say, there is no God, but to 
act under that persuasion. Alarmed at the 
idea of death, and ignorant of the way of 
salvation, with a conscience now thunder
ing conviction to his guilty soul, he one 
morning burst into tears as Bob opened the 
cabin-door, and affectionately inquired. 
" Well, master, how is it with you this 
morning?" " Ah, Bob, I'm very bad : my 
body is getting worse and worse ; but I 
should not mind that so much, were it not 
for my soul. Oh, Bob, what shall I do ? 1 
am a great sinner ; I'm afraid I shall go to 
hell. I deserve it. Alas, Bob, I'm a lost 
sinner." " Oh no, master," said the boy, 
" don't be alarmed. God is merciful, and 
I'm sure, you'll not be lost. He knows 
what sailors are, and I dare say He will 
save you." " No, Bob, no : I cannot see 
the least prospect of being saved. Oh, what 
a sinner I have been ! What will become 
of me ?" His stony heart was broken, and 
he poured out his complaints before the boy, 
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who strove all lie could to comfort him, but 
in vain. ' 

One morning the captain said, " Oh Bob, 
I've been thinking of a Bible. I know 
there is not one in the cabin: go forward 
and see if you can find one in the men's 
chests." The boy succeeded, and the poor 
dying man beheld him enter, with tears of 
joy. " Ah, Bob, that will do, that will do ; 
you must read to me, and I shall soon know 
whether such a wicked man as I am can be 
saved, and how it can be done. Now, Bob, 
sit down on my chest, and read to me out 
of that blessed book." " Where shall I 
read, master ?" " I do not know. Bob; I 
never knew where to read myself; but try 
and pick out some places that speak about 
sinners and salvation." u Well, master, ' 
then I'll take the new testament; you and 
I will understand it better ; for as my poor j 
mother used to say, there is not so many 
hard words there." The boy read for more 
than two hours, while the captain listened 
with the eagerness of a man on the verge j 
of eternity. Every word conveyed light to 
his mind, and his astonished soul soon be
held sin as he had never seen it before. 
The justice of God in his eternal condem
nation struck him with amazing force ; and 
though he heard of a Savior, still the great 
difficulty of knowing how he could be sav
ed, appeared a mystery unfathomable. He 
had been ruminating a great part of the 
night on some passages Bob had read, but 
they only served to depress his spirits and 
terrify his soul. The next morning he ex
claimed, u Oh, Bob, I shall never live to 
roach the land. I'm dying very fast, you'll 
soon have to cast me overboard ; but all 
this is nothing—my soul, my poor soul! 
Ah, Bob, my dear lad, what will become of 
my soul? Oh, I shall be lost forever !" "No, 
no, master, don't be alarmed : I believe 
you will be saved yet," replied Bob. " Oh 
Bob. pray for me : go down on your knees 
and cry for mercy ! do, Bob, there's a good 
lad. God will bless you for it. Oh, kneel 
down and pray for your poor wicked cap
tain." The boy hesitated, the master 
groaned, "God be merciful to me a sinner." 
Both cried greatly. " Oh, Bob, for God's 
sake, kneel down and pray for me." Over
come by importunity and compassion, the 

boy fell on his knees, and with heavy sobs 
cried out, " 0 Lord, have mercy on my 
poor dying captain. 0 Lord, I'm a poor 
ignorant, wicked sailor boy. Lord, I don't 
know what to say. Lord, the captain says 
I must pray for him, but I don't know how. 
I am but a child. I should be glad to get 
him tea, or do anything I can for him ; but 
Lord, I don't know how to pray for him. 
Lord have mercy on him. He says he shall 
be lost; Lord save him ! He says he shall 
go to hell; Lord take him to heaven! He 
says lie shall be with devils ; oh, that he 
may be with angels! Don't let him perish, 
0 Lord. Thou knowest I love him, and 
am sorry he's so ill. The men won't come 
near him. I will pray whilst I can for him 
as long as he lives, but I can't save him. 
0 Lord, pity my poor captain: see how thin 
and weak he is ! Oh, comfort his troubled 
mind. Lord, I never prayed before like 
this ; oh, help me, Lord, to pray for my 
master." Rising from his knees, he said, 
4'There, master, I have done the best I 
could for you. Now, cheer up, I think 
you'll go to heaven." The captain was too 
much affected to speak. The simplicity, 
the sincerity, and humility of the lad's 
prayer had so much impressed his mind, 
that he lay groaning inwardly with spiritual 
anguish, and wetted his couch with his 
tears. Bob went on deck, for the scene 
had quite overcome him. 

" I LOVE JESUS"BETTER." 
" A ND they brought young children to 

-ft- Him, that He should touch them ; and 
His disciples rebuked those that brought 
them. But when Jesus saw it, He was much 
displeased, and said unto them, Suffer the 
little children to come unto me, and forbid 
them not: for of such is the kingdom of 
God. Verily I say unto you$ whosoever 
shall not receive the kingdom of God as a 
little child, he shall not enter therein. And 
He took them up in His arms, put His 
hands upon them, and blessed them." 

A little girl six or seven years old, when 
she was dying, asked her elder sister to read 
these verses to her. When she had done 
so, and the book was closed, the dear little 
girl said; " How kind ! I shall soon go to 
Jesus: He will soon take me up in His 



4 8 PURE STREAMS. 
arms, bless me too—no disciple shall keep 
me away." 

Her sister kissed her and said, " Do you 
love me ?" 

" Yes," she replied, " but don't be angry, 
I love Jesus better." 

Gospel Books and Tracts for Children 
To be obtained at the Depots, 

NEW YORK: M. Cathcart, 64 Bible House, Astor PL 
BOSTON : F. G. Brown, 3 Tremont Row. 
SAN FRANCISCO: C. Montgomery, 227 Second St. 
TORONTO : F. W. Grant, 398 Yor.ge Street. 
MONTREAL : C. Baynes, 4 George Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalnoosie Street. 
MANCHESTER, Eng. : B.Horner, 93 Bloomsbury. 

J3TOn account of the difference of duty on import
ed books, the prices in Canada are somewhat less,but 
for the States these prices include postage. 
Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be

ing a Sketch of the Life of Moses, with a Map 
and Cuts. In cloth boards 36 cents. 

Sophy's Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 
and Leviticus. 3 vols in cloth, 36 c. each, sold 
separately or together. These descriptive lessons 
in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 
for the little ones. 

Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 
London. Illustrated. Cloth, 36 c. 

Olive Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 
6 cuts, 36 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or in 
packages containing two each of the series, 36 c. 

Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 
packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 

Narratives for t)ie Young. First, Second, Third and 
Fourth series; Illustrated, in cloth limp, 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 36c. 

Helps for the Little Folks. A series of 8 stories, with 
8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c , or in packets of 2 each 
of the series 24c. 

Child's own Roll, or little hymns for ittle children, 
(\2 hymns) 18 cts. 

Tiny Tales—for the Little ones. Six stories with 6 
cute, cloth limp 12c , or in packets of 2 each of the 
series 12c Ditto second series. 

Goodly Pearls for Boys and Girls: Illustrated, cloth 
limp 9 c , in packets of 2 of each of the scrips 12c 

Good Seed for Scattering, with 12 cuts in cloth limp 
9c. in packets of 50 assorted 12c 

Golden Ue?ns fvr the Young : illustrated. Four 
kind*. 1. David and Jonathan. 1. Elijah's last 
Journey. 3 . Trodden down in the gate. 4. Naa-
man. 3 c , or in packets containing 2 each of the 
series, 8 Books, for 18c 

Seed for Scattering. Being 8 Picture Tracts for child
ren, 4 pages, sold in packets of 50, assorted, 12c 

Above the Bright Blue Sky. 18 cents. 
Bible in the Wall. 36 cts. 
Bible Tales. Per Package of twelve, 19 cte. 
Bob, the Cabin Boy, 3 cts. 

Child Geraldine, 36 cents. 
Child's Prayer and Teacher's Crown. Illustrated 

sheet, 3 cts. 
Good News Sheet Almanac for 1872. (Illustrated) 

3 cts. 
" Goodly Pear l s" for Boys and Girls. (Illustrated) 

Packet of 6, 12 cents. 
Good Seed. Illustrated. 9 cts. 
Happy Sailor Boy. 3 cts. 
How Sudden ! C. S. 5 cts. 
I am so happy. 3 cts. 
" I am bound to let you pass ." 3 cts. 
Kind Baronet and the Broken Bowl. 3 ct#. 
Lamb of the Fold. 3 cts. 
Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lotty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts. 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts. 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 cts. 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3c 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work ? &c 18c 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature: or Spiritual Fables. 18 cts. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 36 cts. 
Happy Blind Boy. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Lighthouse. 3 cts. 
Martyrs of Madagascar. 36 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cts, 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Key. 27 cts. 
What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth bd. $1.00. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of " PURK 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CIIIUST'R WOLS-
TON, 64 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should be 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities for gratuit
ous distribution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 6 subscri
bers' for us, to be sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams " tor the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. We believe it will be real service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and we say tlie 
same to those who love the little ones. 

The bound volumes of " Pure Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 

E^"To save time and trouble, subscribers in Cana
da will bo kind enough to send their orders to 398 
Yonge Street, Toronto, Ontario ; and those in the 
States to 64 Bible House, Astor Place, New York. 
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5 0 FXJRE STREAMS. 
THE SOWER. 

££HEN the Lord Jesus was upon 
earth teaching the people about 
God and eternity, in order to 

,:ixys) make His meaning plain, He used 
^j^fo to draw pictures in words, or talk 
^ 7 to them in parables, as such 

teachings are called. On one occasion, 
when Jesus wanted to make His hearers 
understand how God was making people 
good, He drew a picture of a sower sowing 
seed, and shewed how the seed put upon 
different kinds of ground, and that accord
ing to the ground it fell upon, it did, or did 
not bring forth fruit. 

His disciples did not at once understand 
what the Lord meant to teach by this para
ble, and so a little while alter they asked 
Him, and then He makes it all plain to them. 

We wonder if this parable of the sower, 
which we would like our little readers to 
take their bibles and read about in the 13th 
of Matthew, is understood by them? 

The chief thing to learn is, that God can 
get no fruit for Himself out of any heart, 
whether young or old, until Jesus, who is 
the sower, sows some seed of the word of 
God in it. And the next thing of impor
tance to see, is that the seed must go down 
deep into the heart or it wont bear any fruit. 
We are not going to explain all the details 
of the parable, but jiict simply make our 
little readers think of four tilings in con
nection with it. 

1st. Jcsus-the sower. 
2d. The seed, the Word of God. 
3d. The kind of heart that receives the 

seed. 
4th. The Holy Spirit that makes the 

seed go down deep into the heart. 
This is the way then that God makes 

people good. "They are born again, not 
of corruptible seed, but of incorruptible, 
by the word of God, that liveth and abideth 
for ever." And then "the good tree bringeth 
forth good fruit." By nature all our hearts 
are corrupt, and "a corrupt tree bringeth 
forth evil fruit;" so, we see, everything de
pends upon the tree, and the tree coines of 
the seed. If the seed is good, there comes 
Wĵ a good tree, and then good fruit. If the 
seed is bad, then comes a bad tree,and then 
had fruit. 

The great thing therefore for us to be 
sure about is, that our hearts have u good 
fcced " in them, and that good seed is the 
Word of God. " which by the gospel is 
preached " lo sinners. Eveiy true believer 
in Je>us is a good tree in God's sight, and 
brings forth good fruit, though oftentimes 
many weeds beside, but the -weeds don't 
touch the tree that grows in the heart from 
the word of God. All we have to do is to 
pull up the weeds. The good tree grows 
of itself. 

"THE CHILDREN'S GIFT." 
(^f4 Wonder if she wrill be, very much 

y^pleased ?" said Mary to Bessie, as 
j ^ ^ / w i t h glowing looks she cast her 
" ^ ^ ,eyes again on the neatly done-up 

packet in her hands. tw0h ! I am 
sure she will," said her little com

panion, as they quickened their steps along 
the wet gras:-y path which led to a white 
wooden cottaye not far from the sea shore. 
The rain began to fall fast, so Mary and 
Bessie, with a number of other children 
who were walking two and two after them 
talking in low and easy tones, ran to sec 
which of them would gain the cottage door 
first. It was soon reached, and quickly 
opened by their much loved Sunday School 
teacher, who warmly welcomed them, say
ing how glad she was that, in spite of the 
rain and wet walk, so many children had 
come to hear mare of the Lord Jesus. 

Their hats and jackets were soon taken 
off, and the children seated themselves 
round the room. Their teacher paused a 
moment to look at their bright happy faces, 
thinking to herself fcl Oh that they all knew 
the One I know and were all washed in 
His blood, yet if they do not know Him, 
their happiness will soon be past!" and she 
looked up to the Lord in Heaven in silent 
earnest prayer to give those dear children 
attentive hearts and ears, whilst she told 
them of the deepest love tongue could tell. 

Presently one of the elder children got 
off her chair, and going up to the teacher 
said, as she put the little packet into her 
hands, "This is what we all have bought 
for you." The teacher looked lovingly upon 
the little group, now gathered round her, 
as one by one they told her how they each 
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saved the little sums of money given them, I 
or which they had earned, for many of them 
were poor, in order to give her this little gift. 

Now dear little reader, have you guessed 
what " the children's gift " was"? Try and 
think. *' I remember it was a Utile packet." 
You will say yes. You are right so far, it I 
was '• little," but though little it contained 
something more precious to the teacher's 
heart, and to some of the children's hearts 
too, than anything else in this world. The 
little paper packet was a book, in that book 
was written a true story which made the 
teacher pray so earnestly for the children, 
for she knew that that story could make 
those bright faces always happy if they be
lieved it. So as she looked at the Bible 
"the children's gift," and warmly thanked 
them for it, she asked them, " do you dear 
children know what makes this book so 
precious to me ?" Some little voices an
swered "yes," whilst the other children! 
hung down their heads. | 

My dear Utile reader, had you been there 
how would you have answered the teacher's i 
question ? Would yon prize such a gift ? 
or would you rather have a doll or a rock
ing horse ? Well, dear child, the doll or 
rocking horse could only make you happy 
for a short time; they wont stand long your 
oftentimes rough usage of them, and be
sides you will tire of them; they cannot! 
make you always happy. But the precious I 
story in " the children's gift" can. Do 
you know that story ? Do you believe it's 
true? The story, 1 mean, is in the Bible, | 
(lod's own word ; that story tells of One I 
who was once born a little baby in a man- I 
ger. Man called Him "; the carpenter s\ 
Son." God called Him u His beloved Son 
in whom He was well pleased." ; 

You see, dear child, Jesus, God's Son, j 
filled and made happy the heart of God;\ 
does Jesus make your heart happy,—Jesus 
who was horn in a manger and wen,t about 
doing good. One day when Jesus was pass- ' 
ing through a town some mothers brought ' 
their little children to Him. Do you think j 
He turned away from these little ones, lis
ten ? No. w' He took them up in His arms 
and bksscd them." Tlmt is part of the I 
story. Does the story heg\n to make you 
happy? 

Perhaps you will say, " but that was a 
long time ago, and Jesus is not here to
day." Wait and I Will tell you something 
more. That same Jesus died shortly after 
lie had blessed those little children. Did 
yoit say, <c0h why, lie can never do me any 
good now ? " Yes j He died, but listen. He 
lives, never to die any more. He died that 
you, my little reader, might live never to 
die any more. He died because He loved 
you and wanted you to love Him. 

When Jesus was in this world, He looked 
but in vain for some one to love Him. No 
not even a little child loved Him; there 
was " no room for Him at the Inn." No 
room for Jesus in their hearts. Yet for all 
that Jesus still loved them, and though, as 
the Bihlc tells us, "for His love He got 
hatred" He died for them to win their 
love. He shed His blood to blot out tlie 
sin which hating Him was in the sight of 
God; for even if they loved Him for dying 
for them, still they were sinners because 
they once hated Him, therefore He died for 
them, not only to win their love, but also 
to put away the sins of all who believed in, 
Him, 

Dear, dear child, do you believe the story 
I've been telling you ? This was the story 
written in the book which the children gave 
thoir teacher, a,nd which made her so happy. 
Does it make you happy ? or are you let
ting other things fill your heart so that 
there is no room for Jesus ? A few words 
more to you. Jesus lives. Jesus is soon 
coming again, not to die, but to take all old 
and young out of this world. Jesus is 
coining i"to the air, and will call up to meet 
Him all who love Him; all who do not will 
be left behind for judgment, they never will 
bo with Jesus. Do then at once believe 
this story of His dying. To-morrow may 
be too late. Jesus might come to-night. 
If lie did come would He take you ? 

" For the W a g e s of 
sin is death; but the 
Gift of God is Eternal 
Life, through Jesus 
Christ our kord," 
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KlMlffi©lE fH¥ ©E14TOE* 
i>On)N the 1st verse of the 12th of Ec-
^Vrclesiastes Solomon says, " Remcm-

-, ber thy Creator in the days of thy 
youth,"—which means, that while 

we are young, we should constantly think 

of the God that made us, and gives all th° 
good things we enjoy. This will make 11s 

love Him, and desire to please Him. jus* 
like little children who remember a kind? 
father, love Him, and desire to please him* 
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If we remember God as our Creator, when 

we arc young, we shall not forget Him when 
we arc old. But it is not remembering 
God, as our Creator, that will save us from 
being lost as sinners. As mere creatures we 
are all under condemnation, because of sins 
that we have committed, and thinking of 
God's goodnees to us as our Creator will tell 
us nothing as to how our sins are to be put 
away. 

In order to be sure of being saved, we 
must think of Jesus on the cross, and "His 
blood that cleanseth from all sins." There
fore Jesus does not say, " Remember thy 
Creator," but "Remember Me," because He 
is thinking of us as sinners, and He knows 
that to remember His dying love is the only 
way to make us happy, when we think about 
our sins. 

As creatures then, wo arc to remember 
God, the Creator. 

As sinners, we must remember Jesus, the 
Redeemer. 

Little readers, think of these two " Re
members," but most of all the last. 

FAITrL 
Q ^ ^ \ LITTLE boy named Willie had a 
(j^jjir PaPa w n o loved him very much. 

C&iW) I" their house there was a dark 
s £ ^ ^ cellar, and one day his papa went 

down to it to get something, and Willie 
wanted to go too ; so he called out from 
the top of the trap door, " Papa, may I go 
down to you ?" And he said, u Yes, Wil
lie, you may come." " But I can't get 
down there," Willie said. " Well," his 
papa said, "I am standing*just under where 
you are now, and you can jump into my 
arms." " But, papa, the cellar is so dark I 
can't sec you a bit," said Willie. " You 
can't see mo Willie, but lean see you quite 
well; .now jump," said his papa. 

And Willie believed he meant what he 
said, and he jumped right into his papa's 
strong arms, and was safe. 

Willie had faith in his father, he jumped 
into his arms and was safe. So poor sin
ners have faith in Jesus, they jump into 
His everlasting arms and are forever saved. 

" To him that worketh not, but believeth on Him 
that justifieth the ungodly, his FAITH is counted unto 
him tor righteousness."—Horn. iv. 5. 

ALONG WITH FATHER. 

"The night is dark and wild, father," 
1 heard poor Charlie say; 

" I dare not go alone, father, 
Along the moorland way : 

Yon streamlet I must cross, father, 
The steps I cannot see ; 

I should not have one fear, father, 
If you would go with me." 

The father left his evening task, 
And tenderly he smiled, 

As furth in willing love he led 
And comforted his child. 

The little hand was clasped in his, 
The tears were quickly dried ; 

For Charlie felt how safe he was 
At his dear father's side. 

And here, my little friends, I find 
A parable for you; 

For Charlie's fears convey to each 
A lesson deep and true. 

Your life is like a dangerous road, 
The future who can see? 

Look up to Jesus, then, and say 
*' 0 wilt Thou go with me?" 

That blessed Savior shed His blood 
That you might be forgiven, 

And now He lives to hear your cry, 
And bring you safe to heaven. 

And if the stream of death you cross 
As many children do, 

He'll lift you in His mighty arms, 
And gently bear you through. 

"My voice shalt Thou 
hear in the morning, 
0 Lord: in the morn
ing will I direct my 
prayer unto Thee, and 
1 will look up."—P&4:3. 
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1 BOB, THE CABIN BOY. 
| PART II. 

i (fgifN the evening he again read the Bible 
i Sill to the captain, who appeared to take 
I jfg3 in every word. Next morning, on en-
! tering the state-room, the boy was struck 
! with the extraordinary change visible in 
I his master's features. That gloomy horror, 
; which had so long added to the natural 
! ferocity of his weather-beaten countenance, 
j was fled; and while his affections had 
| softened, and more fully exhibited the 
i various parts of his countenance, the cir-
j cumstances of the past night had settled 

the whole arrangement of his features into 
I. a holy, pleasant, calm, and resigned state, 
I that would seem to say— 
I " An heir of grace can h'u^ 
I Glory begun below. " 
| Bob had scarcely time to notice this pi^u. 
! ing change, when the master, in a low tone 
i of voice, but with great humility, began, 
j " 0 my dear lad, I have had such a night! 
| After you left me I fell into a sort of doze ; 
| my mind was full of the blessed things you 
| have been reading to me from the precious 
j Bible : all on a sudden, I thought I saw, in 
i that corner of my bed-place, Jesus Christ 
j hanging, bleeding on His cross. Struck 
| with the sight, I arose and crawled to the 

place, and casting myself at His feet in the 
greatest ageny of soul, I cried out for a long 

I time, like the blind man you read of—'Jesus, 
j thou Son of David, have mercy on me.' At 
[ length,I thought He looked on me —yes, my 
j dear lad, He looked at your poor wicked cap

tain—and, 0 Bob, what alook it was! I shall 
never forget it: my blood rushed to my 
heart! my pulse beat high! but my soul 
thrilled with agitation, and, waiting for Him 
to speak, with fear not unmixed with hope, 
I saw Him smile. 0 my child, I saw Him 
smile—yes, and He smiled on me—on me, 
Bob! - 0 my dear boy, HQ smiled on wretch
ed, guilty me. Ah! what did I feci at that 
moment! my heart was too full to speak; 
but I waited, and ventured to look up, when 
I heard Him say, hanging as He did upon 
the cross, the blood streaming from His 
hands and feet and side—Oh, what sounds 
were these! shall I ever hear His beloved 
voice again ?—I heard Him say, in sounds 

j that angels cannot reach, 'Son, be of good j 
cheer ; thy sins, which are many, are all for- ! 
given thee.'—My heart burst with joy ; I full ! 
prostrate at His feet; I could not utter a word \ 
but glory, glory, glory! The vision vanish jd. \ 
I fell back on my pillow, I opened my eyes, ! 

I was covered with perspiration. I said, 
Oh, this cannot be a dream ! No, Bob, this j 
is no vision. Now I know that Jesus bled j 
and died for me, I can believe the promises j 
you have read to me out of the Bible, and 
I feel that the blood of the Cross can even 
cleanse me. I am not now afraid to die; 
no, Bob, my sins are pardoned through 
Jesus. I want no more; I am now ready 
to die, I have no wish to live. I cannot, I 
feel I cannot be many days longer on this 
side of eternity. The extreme agitation of 
my mind has increased the fever of my body, 
ana I shall soon breathe my last." The 
boy, who had silently shed many tears, now 
birst into a flood of sorrow, and involunta
rily cried, "No, my dear master, don't leave 
mo." "Bob," said he, calmly, "comfort 
your miud ; I am happy, I am going to be 
happy for ever. I feel for you; my bowels 
yea^n over you as if youwere my own child. 
I am sorry to leave you in such a wicked 
world, and with such wicked men as sailors 
are in general. Oh, may you ever be kept 
from those crimes into which I have fallen. 
To you I owe every thing as an instrument 
in the Lord's hands! Surely He sent you to 
me ! God bless you my dear boy; tell my 
crew to forgive me, as I forgive and pray for 
them." Thus passed the day: and Bob, 
after reading the.Bible as usual, retired to 
his hammock, full of mercy and good fruit. 

On the following morning, at daybreak, 
Bob arose, and opening the state-room door, 
saw that his master had risen from his pillow, 
and crawled to the corner of his bed-place 
where he beheld the cross. There -he ap
peared to be kneeling in prayer, his hands 
clasped and raised, and his body Jeaning 
against the ship's side. The boy paused, 
fearful of disturbing him. At length he 
whispered, "Master!" no reply. He ven
tured to creep forward a little, and then said, 
"Master!" all was silent. He touched his 
leg; it was cold, stiff, and clammy. Ho 
called again, "Captain !" and tenderly shook 
his shoulder. The position of the body al* 
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tcrcd; it declined gently until it rested on 
the bed ; but the spirit had fled some hours 
before, to be with Christ, which is far better. 

Little reader, are you a sinner like Bob 
and his poor Captain found themselves to 
be ? Then listen to this,— 

"This is a faithful saying, and worthy of 
all acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into 
the world to save sinners." Look to Christ, 
for He came to save such as YOU. U Be it 
known unto you therefore, men and breth
ren, that through this man is preached unto 
you the forgiveness of sins: and by Him all 
that believe are justified from all things, 
from which ye could not be justified by the 
law of Moses." 

LITTLE SUCCAT. 

§BOUT 1500 years ago, there was liv-
^ ing in Scotland a little boy named 
) Suceat. He had a loving and holy 

mother, who tried to teach him about God. 
But Suceat liked to play better than to hear 
about such things. By and bye his parents 
went to live in France. One day Suceat 
was out with his two sisters, amusing them
selves on the sea shore. Presently, some 
men leaped on land, laid hold of the chil
dren, and carried them off to their ship. 
Away they went to Ireland. There Suceat 
was sold to be a slave. I do not know what 
became of his sisters. How sorry he must 
have felt to be so far from his happy home. 
But there was something else too which 
made him very sad. That was his sin. He 
thought how much he had sinned, and it 
made him very unhappy. But soon he saw 
the great love of God, and that made him 
joy I ul. God gave him His Holy Spirit, by 
Whom he was led to Jesus,and then he loved 
to pray. Sometimes he would pray a hun
dred times a day. At night in the woods 
and on the mountains he would seek the 
Lord. Rain, snow, and frost could not keep 
him from it. Little reader, do you love to 
pray ? Time passed on and Suceat got back 
to his home. But he could not rest. He 
must go back and preach to the poor Irish. 
At night he would fancy he heard a voice 
saying "Come, holy child, and walk once 
more among us." He went back. Crowds 
of people came to hear him. He had no 
bell to let them know where to come, so a 
drum was beat to call them together. God 
blessed what he said, to the good of many. 
And now we must say good bye to Suceat, , 
or, as he was afterwards called, St. Patrick, j 
I will only ask you again, uDear children, 
do you love to pray ?" 

I 

POWER OF THE NAME OP JESUS. 
wl^fjS|lpOW Peter and John went up to-

'^EIU gethcr into the temple at the hour 
^fgj® of prayer, being the ninth hour. 
And a certain man lame from his moth

er's womb, was carried, whom they laid 
daily at the gate of the temple which is 
called Beautiful, to ask alms of them that 
entered into the temple. 

Who seeing Peter and John about to go 
into the temple, asked an alms. 

And Peter, fastening his eyes upon him, 
with John, said, Look on us. 

And he gave heed unto them, expecting 
to receive something of them. 

Then Peter said, Silver and gold have I 
none ; but such as I have give I thee: In 
the name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth rise 
up and walk. 

And he took him by the right hand and 
lifted him up ; and immediately his feet 
and ankle bones received strength. 

And he leaping up stood, and walked, 
and entered with them into the temple, 
walking and leaping, and praising God." 

Glory to God on high! 
Forever bless His name; 

Let earth, and seas, and sky, 
His wondrous love proclaim ; 

To Him be praise 
And glory given, 

By all on earth, 
And all in heaven ! 
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Gospel Books and Tracts for Children 
To be obtained at the Depots, 

NEW YORK : M. Cathcart, 64 Bible House, AatorPL 
BOSTON : F. G. Brown, 3 Tremont Row. 
SAN FRANCISCO: C.Montgomery, 227 Second St. 
TORONTO : F. W. Grant, 398 Yonge Street. 
MONTREAL : C. Baynes, 4 George Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalhousie Street. 
MANCHESTER, Eng. : B. Horner, 93 Bloomsbury. 

8^~On account of the difference of duty on import
ed books, the prices in Canada are somewhat less,but 
for the States these prices include postage. 

Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be
ing a Sketch of the Life of Moses, with a Map 
and Cuts. In cloth boards 30 cents. 

Sophy's Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 
and Leviticus. 3 vols, in cloth, 30 c. each, sold 
separately or together. These descriptive lessons 
in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 
for the little ones. 

Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 
London. Illustrated. Cloth, 30 c. 

Olive Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 
6 cuts, 30 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or in 
packages containing two each of the series, 30 c. 

Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 
packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 

Narratives for the Young. First, Second, Third and 
Fourth series; Illustrated, in cloth limp, 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 36c. 

Helps for the Little Folks. A series of 8 stories, with 
8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c , or in packets of 2 each 
of the saries 24c. 

Child's own Roll, or little hymns for ittle children, 
(X2 hymns) 18 cts. 

Tiny Tales—for the Little ones. Six stories with G 
cuts, cloth limp 12c , or in packetsof 2 each of the 
series 12c Ditto second series. 

Goodly Pearls for Boys and Girls : Illustrated, cloth 
limp 9 c , in packets oi 2 of each of the series 12c 

Good Seed for Scattering, with 12 cuts in cloth limp 
9 c in packets of 50 assorted 12c 

Golden Gems for the Young : illustrated. Four 
kinds, 1. David and Jonathan. 1. Elijah's last 
Journey. 3. Trodden down in the gate. 4. Naa-
man. 3 c , or in packets containing 2 each of the 
series, 8 Books, lor 18c 

Seed for Scattering. Being 8 Picture Tracts for child
ren, 4 pages, sold in packets of 50, assorted, 12c 

Above the Bright Blue Sky. 18 cents. 
Bible in the Wall. 30 cts. 
Bible Tales. Per Paokage of twelve, 19 et*. 
Bob, the Cabin Boy. 3 cts. 
Letters to my Young Friends. Illustrated. 1. The 

Weeds, and what they teach us. 2. God's Mes
sage and How it was received. 3 . Lost in the 
Woods. 4. " The Wrill," or God's love to the lit
tle ones. 5. " I want to be an angel." 0. Being 
like Jesus. Cloth limp 18c or in packets con
taining one each of the series 9 c 

Children's Own Hymn Book, new Edition. 15 cts. 
China and the Chinese. 30 cts. 

Child Geraldine, 30 cents. 
Child's Prayer and Teacher's Crown. Illustrated 

sheet, 3 cts. 
Good News Sheet Almanac for 1872. (Illustrated) 

3 cts. 
" Goodly Pearls " for Boys and Girls. (Illustrated) 

Packet of 0, 12 cents. 
Good Seed. Illustrated. 9 cts. 
Happy Sailor Boy. 3 cts. 
How Sudden ! C. S. 5 cts. 
I am so happy. 3 cts. 
" I am bound to let you pass ." 3 cts. 
Kind Baronet and the Broken Bowl. 3 cts. 
Lamb of the Fold. 3 cts. 
Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lotty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts. 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 cts. 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3c 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sun-lay School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work? &c 18c 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature : or Spiritual Fables. 18 cts. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 30 cts. 
Happy Blind Boy. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Lighthouse. 3 cts. 
Martyrs of Madagascar. 30 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cts, 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Key. 27 cts. 
"What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth bd. $1.00. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of " PURE 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CHRIST'R WOLS-
TON, 04 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should be 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25 j 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad- ! 
dress. A reduction made on quantities for gratuit
ous distiibution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 0 subscri
bers for us, to ba sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams " lor the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. We believe it will be real service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and we say the 
same to those who love the little ones. 

The bound volumes of " Pure Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 

GTTo save time and trouble, subscribers iu Cana
da will be kind enough to send their orders to 398 
Yonge Street, Toronto, Ontario ; and those in the 
States to 04 Bible House, Astor Place, New York. 
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SOMTHING SWEETER THAN HONEY. 

( ( W H Y , what can that b e ? " exclaimed 
' ' some of our little readers. Yes, you 

may well enquire what can be sweeter than 
honey, for honey is the sweetest thing in all 
created things ; and as you look at the bee
hive, and see the busy little bees storing 

away the honey, and think how good 
God has been to make the honey, and 
how nice it is, you may even be in
clined to say, " I am sure there is 
noting sweeter than honey." 

Now,, that lets a secret out about 
the little heart that says so, plainly 
showing that the little heart that says 
and thinks so, has never tasted any 
thing sweeter. 

Listen to what another says ; one, 
too, whom we are quite sure said 
what he felt was true. " How sweet 
are thy wcrds to my taste ; yea sweet
er than honey to my taste," (Psalm 
CX1X, 163.) 

To those who " are born again, and 
have a new nature, nothing is so sweet 
as God's word. It is what they enjoy 
and live by; therefore the apostle 
Peter bids us, " as new born babes 
desire the sincere milk of the Word 
that ye may grow thereby." 

Thus the word of God' is just like 
milk and honey to those who love the Lord, 
and have tasted that He "is gracious." 

The Lord Jesus says that " man liveth 
not by bread alone but by every word that 
proceedeth out of the mouth of God;" by 
which He means to say that, our bodies 
feed upon the good things God has created, 
but our souls live by the words He speaks. 
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A LETTER FOR ALL. 

My dear young friends : 
^S I am going to write to }rou about 

,|J something from God's own Word, I 
|P want you to take your bibles while 

''reading this letter, and read care
fully every passage that is mention
ed ; for you will find that they speak 

of what God in His great love and mercy 
has done for you. 

A great many years ago, God had a people 
on this earth, to whom He gave the name 
of Israel. They were for a long time slaves 
in a country called Egypt, and Pharaoh, 
the wicked king of Egypt, treated them 
very cruelly. But God loved His people 
and brought them all out of the land of 
Egypt, and punished Pharaoh and his people 
with great plagues. 

Well, surely you will think that Israel 
ought to have loved very much the good 
God who loved them and did so much for 
them. And so they ought. But, oh, they 
had wicked hearts, and in the 21st chapter 
of Numbers, and 5th verse, you will find 
that, " The people spake against God, and 
against Moses." Just think of that. Instead 
of loving God, and thanking Him for all He 
had done, they hated Him, and " spake 
against Him." 

"And the Lord sent fiery serpents among 
the people, and they bit the people; and 
much people of Israel died." (Verse 6). 
Could anything be worse than that ? Great 
fiery serpents among the people. Not ser
pents of fire, but serpents whose bite was 
so painful that it burned like fire and the 
bite was certain death. 

But now read the 8th and 9th verses. 
How good and kind God is. For although 
Israel had sinned, and God was obliged to 
punish them, still He was so full of love 
that He prepared a remedy, by which any 
poor man or woman, or child, who had been 
bitten, might be cured in a moment. 

God told Moses to make a serpent of brass, 
and to put it on a pole, high up so that it 
might be seen from the farthest corner of 
the camp, and " it came to pass that if a 
serpent had bitten any man, when he beheld 
the serpent of brass, he lived." How simple 
God's cure is. Though bitten by a serpent 
and just at the point of death, as soon as 

the poor man looked up at the serpent of 
brass, he was made quite well again. Now 
some people might have laughed at this idea 
of being cured by simply looking at a ser
pent on a pole, and instead of looking up 
they would have staid in their tents, taking 
medicine, and pouring in all sorts of things 
to stop the pain of the wound. But there 
was only one cure. The cure that God had 
given. All the medicine in the world would 
not make them well, and all who would not 
trust God's way, and look up at the serpent 
of brass, died. 

But now dear children, I have got a sad
der story to tell and that, about yourselves. 

Do you know that you have been bitten 
by a serpent ? A serpent more deadly than 
any on earth. Its name is sin and its bite 
is certain death. Do you ask how I know 
you have been bitten ? I'll tell you. Some
times you get angry. That is the fruit of 
sin. You call your brother or sister naughty 
names. That is the fruit of sin. Or you 
disobey your parents, or tell a lie, or do 
something or other that is wrong. All this 
is the fruit of sin. The terrible serpent 
sin, has bitten your soul, and you cannot 
cure yourself; neither can anything on 
earth heal the bite, and the bite is certain 
death. God could not have a soul full of 
sin, like yours, in Heaven with Him, where 
all is pure and holy, so after death it must 
go to another place, far, far away from 
Heaven, where Satan and his angels will 
also be, and where all is pain and woe. But 
dear children, though you have all been 
bitten by sin you need not go there, for 
God has given us a way of escape. Look 
at John's Gospel, chap. III. verse 14 to 16. 
"As Moses lifted up the serpent in the wild
erness even so must the Son of Man be 
lifted up, that whosoever believcth on Him, 
should not perish, but have eternal life." 
How did Moses lift up the serpent ? On a 
pole, high up, that all might see it. And 
now Jesus, God's Son, has been lifted up 
and raised on a a'oss. He suffered there 
for us that God might spare us, and now 
any one who believes in Jesus, will never 
perish, but will go to be with Jesus in 
heaven when they die. 

What does it say about the serpent of 
brass ? That " If a serpent had bitten any 
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man, when he beheld the serpent of brass 
he lived." 

And now I say to each one of you— 
" Behold, behold the Lamb of God 

On the cross, 
For you he shed His precious blood 

On the cross." 
Jesus is the Lamb of God. He shed His 

precious blood on the cross for you, that He 
might save you and take you to Heaven 
when you die. He is now alive again, and 
in Heaven, and He says to each of you 
" Come unto me" Oh trust your soul to 
Jesus. He alone can save you. He will 
save, only, simply trust your soul to Jesus, 
and you will have eternal life. This is God's 
message of love. May He lead you to trust 
in Jesus. G. H. S. 

A LITTLE BOF'S PRAYER. 

SOME time since, the mother of a rosy, 
restless, affectionate little boy, remark

able for his filial love, was dangerously ill. 
The bustle awaking the dear child, on hear
ing the cause, he rushed into his mother's 
room, and, without respect to physician, or 
any one present, fell on his knees, and in 
the most simple and pathetic terms,pleaded 
with God for her recovery, adding, " Oh, do 
not take away my mother! What shall I 
do if I lose my mother!" Soon after he 
came to her bedside, saying, aAre you bet
ter, mother?" "Yes , Freddy." Expressing 
great joy, he replied, " God does hear a lit-
tie boy's prayer, don't he, mother ?" Mat. 
xix. 14. 

CHRIST IS MINE. 
/A GENTLEMAN one day took an ac-
(£§ quaintance of his upon the top of his 
house to show him the extent of his posses
sions. Waving his hand about, "There," 
said he, " that is my estate." Then point
ing to a great distance on one side, " Do 
you see that farm ?" " Yes." " Well, that 
is mine." Pointing again to the other side, 
" Do you see that house ?" " Yes." "That 
also belongs to me." Then said his friend, | 
" Do you see that little village out yonder ?" j 
"Yes." "Well there lives a poor ivoman in 
that village who can say more than all this." 
Aye, what can she say?" " Why, she can 
say, Christ is mine." He looked confound-. 
ed, and said no more. Jer. ix. 23, 24. | 

THE ROBE OF RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

tOME time ago the Lord was pleased 
to bring to a knowledge of Himself, 
md afterwards to take to Himself, 
by means of a very painful and dis
tressing disease, the much loved lit
tle daughter of a military officer in 

in England. This dear child had been 
much indulged and did not know the Lord 
until her disease became quite certain to 
end in death. Her mother then thought it 
her duty to inform the child of her state, 
and to speak to her of the necessity of ac
cepting Christ as her own Saviour. As 
maybe supposed, it was a deeply painful 
task to a Christian mother, and a painful 
blow to the dear child. 

After some time, in which the child went 
through an agonizing conviction of her un
fitness to stand before a Holy God, she was 
enabled by His Spirit to rejoice in Christ as 
her Redeemer from sin and all its conse
quences. She gave many proofs that this 
change was a real work of God. 

One day she asked to see her papa. A 
friend who was with her said he could not 
come just then as he was dressing for the 
levee. And then, wishing to see how far 
the child understood present salvation, she 
added, " You know he cannot appear before 
his sovereign without a court dress." The 
child thought a moment and replied, " But 
I received my Robe of Righteousness when 
I first believed" 

Thus this dear child was given to know 
Christ as made of God unto her " righteous
ness, and sanctification and redemption," 1 
Cor. I. 30; and boldly ventured into the 
presence of her Sovereign, the Lord of 
Lords and King of Kings, perfect in His 
own fitness; hidden in Himself. " Out of 
the mouth of babes and sucklings thou hast 
perfected praise." 

" The Lord of Life in death hath lain, 
To clear me from all charge of sin; 

And Lord from guilt of crimson stain 
Thy precious blood has made me clean. 

" And now a righteousness divine 
Is all my glory, all my trust; 

Nor will I fear since that is mine 
While Thou doet live and God is just. 

" Clad in this robe, how bright I shine; 
Angels possess not such a robe ; 

Angels have not a robe like mine ; 
Jisus the Lord's my Righteousness." n. G. 
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LITTLE HARRY, on THE INKED FROCK. 
( ^ F T ^ H A T lias this little boy been doing 

J^ ra \V n ^ , e P* c t n r c w c a r c looking at? 
^ | ^ y l t looks very much as if he had 
•W^y~) l)ccn disobedient, and that his 

"$> mother had just come in and 
found out what he had been 

about. I think if wc look again, wc shall 
sec that he has upset his mother's ink
stand, and spilled the ink over his clean 
frock. He was very much afraid when hp 
saw what he had done, and hoped he 
mother would not come back, till he had 
been able to take the ink stain out, but 
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nothing would wash it off. If it had only 
hcen his hands that he Lad stained, water 
would have washed than quite clean, but 
water would not wash the stain from his 
frock, it would have taken some tiling more 
than that to do it. 

Now do you know what the stain on lit
tle Harry's frock makes me think of? Well, 
it makes me think of the stain sin makes on 
the soul, which water will not wash away. 
Do you know little boy or girl, every time 
you do or say a naughty thing, it makes a 
stain on your soul, which do what you will, 
you can't wash off? It may be something 
that your mother may never know of, but 
don't you feel afraid some times of God's 
knowing it? and as if you would like to 
wash away the stain before He sees it ? But 
you can't do that, because the only thing 
that can wash it off, is the precious blood 
of Jesus, God's own Son, and it is only by 
going to God, as you would to your own 
father, that you can get some of His Son's 
precious blood, to blot out the stain which 
the sin has made. 

Now don't you think if little Harry had 
gone and told his mother at once, that he 
had been doing some thing that she had told 
him not to do, and had upset the ink on his 
frock, and asked his mother to forgive him, 
that lie would have been much happier, 
and it would have pleased his*mother to 
find her little boy, would come and tell her 
every thing, instead of trying to hide it as 
long as he could. 

Now, lot me ask you, if when you sin 
without any one knowing it but God, do 
you go and tell Him at once, and ask His 
forgiveness, so that the blood of Jesus may 
wash it away, or do you try and find some-
tning of your own that will hide it from 
God,like little Harry trying to hide the ink-
stains from his mother. Dear children, if 
that is what you are doing, you will never 
be happy, the only thing that will make you 
happy, is to know that the blood of Jesus is 
on top of all your sins, so that God cannot 
see them any more. God says in his Word, 
" If we confess our sins, He is faithful and 
j,ust to forgive us our sins." And he does 
t)iis, dear children, because the blood of 
Jesus has been shed, and it " cleanses from 
all sin." 

anxious to speak to me. In the inner ward 
I louncl, lying on his charpoy in a corner, a 
new face, and walking up to him, said, " I 
am told you wish to see me ; I do not recol
lect the pleasure of having seen you before ?" 

"No," he said, " I have never seen you, 
yet you seem no stranger, for I have often 
heard speak of you." I asked him if he 
was ill or wounded. " I am ill," he replyed. 
He went on to say that he had just come 
down from Cawnpore. " Perhaps you 
would like me to tell you my history. It 
may be you remember, a long time since, 
some of our men going into the hospital 
opposite, as you sat reading to one of the 
Highlanders. There were some half-dozen 
or more of them; they went to see a sick 
comrade. You went up presently to them, 
and u>ld them how grateful you, and all 
your country-people, were to your noble sol
diers for so readily coming to protect you 
all, and how deeply you sympathized with 
them in the noble cause in which they were 
now going to take a share. Then you talked 
to them of the danger which would attend 
them. You reminded them that life is a 
battle-field to all, and asked them if they 
were soldiers of Christ, and if they had 
thought of the probability of their falling 
in battle. I have heard all about that long 
talk you had with the men. Then you gave 
your Bible to one and asked him to read a 
pasage. He chose the 23rd Psalm, and you 
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prayed. They asked you for a book, or tract, 
to remind them of what had been said, and 

, you gave all you had in your bag. But for 
one man there was none. They were to 
start that afternoon, so that you had not 
time to get one. But you went to the apoth
ecary, and got pen and paper from him. 
When you came back you gave this paper 
to him, telling him you should look for him 
in heaven." 

As he said this, the poor fellow pulled out 
from the breast of his shirt half a note sheet 
of paper, on which I recognized my writing, 
though nearly illegible from wear. On it 
was written— 

"For we know that if our earthly house 
of this tabernacle were dissolved, we have 
a building of God, an house not made with 
hands, eternal in the heavens. 

"For we walked by faith, not by sight. 
"For we must all appear before the judg

ment seat of Christ; that every one may re
ceive the things done in his body, according 
to that he hath done, whether it be good or 
bad. 

"For the love of Christ constraineth us ; 
because we thus judge, that if one died for 
all, then were all dead; and that He died 
for all, that they which live should not 
henceforth live unto themselves, but unto 
Him who died for them and rose again. 

"Therefore, if any man be in Christ, he 
is a new creature; old things are passed 
away, behold all things are become new.,, 

"How sweet the name of JESUS sounds 
" I n a believer's ear! 

I t soothes his sorrow, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 

" I t makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast; 

'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary rest. 

"Dear name ! the rock on which I build, 
My shield and hiding place ; 

My never-failing treasury filled 
With bundless stores of grace. 

4i JESUS ! my Shepherd, Saviour, Friend, 
Thou Prophet, Priest, and King, 

My Life, my All, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

" Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmest thought; 

But when I see Thee as thou art , 
I'll praise Thee as I ought. 

" Till then I would thy love proclaim 
With every fleeting breath ; 

And triumph in Thy blessed name, 
Which quells the power of death." 

" That man," he continued, " and I were 
in the same company, but he was a day's 
march a-head of me. We met in Cawnpore, 
then marched on with the rest to Lucknow. 

THE HALT. 
Whenever we halted, the first tiling Wal

ter did was to take out his paper, and read 
it aloud to those who cared to hear; then 
he prayed with us. As we marched he 
spoke much of his old father and mother, 
and only brother, and wished he could sec 
them once more. But he was very, very 
happy, and ready to ' go home/ if God saw 
fit. 

As we neared Lucknow, he dwelt much 
on eternity, and said to me, i It is very 
solemn to be walking into death. I shall 
never leave this ill-fated city.' We had 
many fights, standing always side by side. 
I am an orphan ; I lost my parents when a 
child, and was brought up at school. I nev
er had one to love me, and life was indeed 
a weary burden, yet beyond all was darker 
still, for I knew nothing of a Saviour. Wai
ter's reading and words came to my heart— 
he was so kind to me, and always called me 
brother. I never loved till I had him. He 
had found Jesus, and led me to love Him 
too. I cannot find words to say how I joyed, 
when at last I felt I had a friend above! Oh ! 
I never shall forget my joy, when I first 
understood and believed ! Wc had no book, 
only the paper. We knew it off by heart, 
and I don't know which of us loved it best. 

At last, in a dreadful fight in one of the 
gardens, a ball struck Walter in the chest. 
Words cannot say rny grief when he fell, 
the only one I had to love me. I knelt by 
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him till the garden was left in our hands, I 
and then bore him to the doctor's. But it 
was too late—life was almost gone. 'Dear 
Willie,' he said to me, ' I am only going 
home first. We have loved to talk of home 
together—don't be sorry for me, for I'm so 
happy. 

* How sweet the name of Jesus sounds. 
Read me the words she wrote.' I pulled 
them out from his bosom, all stained with 
his blood, as you see, and repeated them. 

' Yes,' lie said, ' the love of Christ has con
strained us. I am almost home. I'll be 
there to welcome you and her; good-bye, 
dear Willie.' And he was gone, but I was 
left. Oh ! it was so very bitter ! I knelt downJ 
by him and prayed I might soon follow him. 

Then I took his paper, and put it in my 
bosom, where it lias been since. I and some 
of our men buried him in the garden. I 
have gone through much fighting since, and 
came down here on duty witli a detachment 
yesterday. They think me only worn with | 
exposure, and tell me I shall be soon well, 
but I shall never see the sky again. I would 
like to lie by his side, biu it cannot be." 

Poor fellow ! he cried long and bitterly ; I 
could not speak, but pressed his hand. At 
length he said, " So you'll forgive me mak
ing so bold in speaking to you. He often 
spoke of you, and blessed you for leading 
him to Jesus. And he it was who led me 
to Jesus. We shall soon be together again, 
and won't we welcome you when you come 
home." We read and prayeu together 
He was quite calm when I rose from my 
knees. He was too weak to raise his head 
even from the pillow, but was quite peaceful 
and happy. " I feel," he said, " that I shall 
not be able to think much longer; I have 
seen such frightful things. Thank God ! I 
have sure and blessed hope in my death, I 
have seen so many die \:\ fearful terror." 

I turned to go. He said."Dear lady, when 
I am gone, promise me this paper shall be 
put in my coffin. It gave me a friend on 
earth, who led me to a Saviour in Heaven." 

I promised. Next morning I went to see 
him; but oh! how sadly altered did I find 
hi in ! Those soft brown eyes were glassy and 
lustreless. He was never to know me again. 
Dysentery in its fearful and rapid form had 
seized him during the night. I took his 
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hand in mine; it was clammy and powerless. 
Three of the men in the ward came up to 
me, and said, " Till sense left him, he was 
talking of home with Jesus." They knelt 
with me .in prayer beside the poor suffere-. 

I went again the next day. His body wras 
still there, but his spirit had fled a few min
utes previous. He was covered with his 
blanket, and the coolies were waiting to bear 
him away. I took his paper from his pillow, 
where it had been laid, and went to the a-
pothecary. We walked back to he corpse, 
and he placed it in the hands of the depart
ed. He was buried that evening. I have 
often though since how beautiful was that 
heavenly love, which bound these two dear 
young soldiers together. How it sweetened 
their last days on earth! They were indeed 
friends in Jesus ; and thought their remains 
lie parted, yet they are both sleeping in 
Jesus. Oh! what a glorious resurrection 
theirs will be in the day of His appearing. 

"NEAR ME ALL THE WHILE," 
u I will never leave thee nor forsake thee." 

Heb. XIII. 5. 
At early dawn a little child 

Woke with a bitter cry; 
Her mother started up in haste 

To ask the reason why ? 
When suddenly the bitter cry 

Was changed into a smile -r 
And this the little one's reply, 

"Near me all the while." 

The child had missed the mother's arm 
On waking from her sleep ; 

This was the cause of her alarm, 
'Tis this that made her weep. 

But on her mother's breast the cry 
Was changed into a smile ; 

It was enough to know that she 
Was near her all the while. 

The mother, by the infant taught, 
Suppressed a rising tear; 

And thus it is with me, she thought 
When I have doubt or fear. 

And be it simple thus to turn 
The tear into a smile, 

With this assurance, dearest Lord, 
Thou'rt unear me all the while." 

My heart has questioned of Thee, Lord, 
In dark and dreary day ; 

Is thine ear heavy, Lord, to hear? 
Or, art Thou far away? 

Thine arm was stretched, Thine ear had heard 
Thy heart was free to smile; 

And Thou hast stilled me with the word, 
" I'm near thee all the while. 
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But not alone in bitterness 

My heart would know Thy love ; 
The hand that dries the mourner's tears 

Will tune her harp above. 
If it be sweet "while here beiow 

To live beneath Thy smile, 
'Twill be the joy of heaven to know, 

Thou'rt ' 'near me all the while." 
n. G. 
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T H E ZEBRA, 
Or, Something; that Cant ho Tamed, 

@NE of the most beautiful animals that 
_ God has mado is the Zebra. It belongs 

to the horse species, and is an inhabitant of 
Africa, where, wild and free, it roams with 

its companions over the vast deserts of that 
continent. It is a very graceful animal, 
swift and powerful, and. as its picture shows, 
much resembles the horse, one of the most 
useful animals that man has brought, from 
an originally wild state, under his control. 

41 buffer tgc |Tittlc <£btlbrnt to tome unto £$e, anlr forbtb tljcm not, for of sittjj is the S'mgbom of 6ob." ! 

NEW YOftK, SEPT., 1873. NO. <> ! 
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Here, perhaps, one of our little readers 

will enquire," Why,then has not the Zebra 
also been brought under control and made 
as useful to man as the horse, that it 
looks so like. Why can't we drive and ride 
it when it looks so pretty, and as if it might 
be so useful ? " 

The reason of this is that the Zebra can
not be thoroughly tamed or made to serve 
man. Men have often caught and tried to 
to tame it, but its nature is such that noth
ing will subdue it or make it obey, and this 
is true not only of a full grown Zebra when 
caught, but when taken very young and 
trained, it is all the same ; it grows up un
tamed. Man cannot really tame the Zebra 
do what he will with it, and so it is of no 
use to him. 

But there is something also that is even 
more untameable than the Zebra. 

"Why, what can that b e ? " you ex
claim. 

Well, put your finger into your mouth, 
and what do you feel moving about in 
there ? 

u Why, my tongue to be sure," you re
ply. 

Now, do you know that that little tongue 
of your's is more unable to be brought un
der control, and to be made to obey its 
owner than the untameable Zebra. Have 
you never found out, when told by your pa
rents and others not to speak, how impossi
ble at times it has been to be silent; or 
how when you have made up your own 
mind to be quite quiet and say nothing, in 
spite of yourself your tongue will talk, and 
what unkind, untrue, and wicked things it 
will at times say. Yes, the human tongue 
is by nature more wild and untameable than 
the Zebra, and what is worse, it is a wicked, 
naughty tongue when left to itself. 

Take your bible, and read what God says 
about the tongue in the J)th chapter of 
James, " Every kind of beasts, and of birds, 
and of serpents, and of things in the sea, is 
tamed, and hath been tamed of man : but 
the tongue can no man tame; it is an un
ruly evil, full of deadly poison." 

Did you ever think your little tongue 
was like that ? Weil it is, and no one but 
God by His grace can tame the tongue. 
You may try ever so much, but you will 

find out that what God says is true. " The 
tongue can no man tame ; " and that " It is 
an unruly evil." 

Two things then let us learn from James 
about the tongue. It can't be tamed by 
ourselves; and that left to itself all it says 
is naughty. If we feel this we shall go to 
God for grace to control our tongues, and 
with the Psalmist, ask Him to set a watch 
upon our lips that we may not sin against 
Him, because His word declares that for 
every idle word we shall have to give an ac
count in the day of judgment. 

Remember, then, that, " The tongue can 
woman t a m e ; " but God can. Ask Him 
constantly to do so, and He will. 

THE LOST BALL, AND HOW IT WAS 
FOUND. 

/ ^ X £ \ Y dear little readers, I have a 
J Q ^ $ / £ pretty true story to tell you of how 
\ ^ \ , l £ ) t h e Lord Jesus answers the prayers 
^ ^ ^ o f the lambs of His flock who come 

to Him with their troubles, even though 
they be only about their playthings. 

There was once a little girl, whom I knew 
very well, playing ball out in the sunshine 
on a nice, warm, bright day. She was 
throwing the ball up against a wall, and 
then before it would reach the ground, 
catching it in her fat, chubby little hands, 
as I dare say you bright-eyed little ones 
have often dene. 

Well, after she had been amusing herself 
thus for some little time, the ball, after 
leaving her hand, instead of coming back 
again like a good ball, disappeared suddenly 
like a bad ball. It could not be found all 
over, high nor low. A moment before it 
had been iii little Hannah's hand, and now 
it was u nowheres"—it seemed to her puz
zled little brain. 

Not very long before this Hannah had 
become a believer in the Lord Jesus, and 
she knew that Jesus was the hearer and the 
answerer of prayer, for He had often helped 
her to find tilings which she had lost. 

So after she had looked for the ball in 
every place she could think of, it suddenly 
occurred to her that she had not asked the 
Lord Jesus to help her find it. " Why, 
what a silly I am," she thought, " to forget 
that; I must do it once.", 
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So down she went on her knees in the I 

yard, regardless of the dirt, or of clean 
frocks, asking the dear Lord to show her 
where her treasure was hidden. 

Five minutes had not gone by when she 
was running into mamma with her precious 
ball clasped tightly in her hand, crying out 
"Oh mamma! mamma! just listen how 
the Lord Jesus helped me to find my ball. 
I was playing with it, and suddenly it got 
lost, and I looked and looked for it, and yet 
I couldn't find it, and still I didn't think of I 
asking Jesus to help me find it, and then 
suddenly I remembered I hadn't asked 
Him, and so I knelt down and asked Him 
to show me where my ball was, and mam
ma," she gasped, out of breath by this time 
with talking so fast, " I hadn't got up from 
my knees, I hadn't opened my eyes, before 
I thought, Why, I havn't looked under. 
those boards, yoa know, mamma, that slant 
from the coach-house for the carriages to 
roll-down; so I went aiid looked, and oh. 
there was my ball! " 

Little Hannah is a big girl now, but 
though it is a long time since that little in
cident happened to her, she still remembers 
it, and now whenever she loses anything, or 
is in trouble of any kind, she goes and tells 
the Lord Jesus, and He always helps her, 
as He will you, dear little readers, if you 
tell Him your little troubles. No matter 
where you are, or what ypu are doing, if 
you just lift up your hearts to Him and ask 
Him to help you, He jfcill do it. He is 
mo e ready to answer our prayers than we 
are to offer them up. 

Dear little readers, may this simple story 
teach you to take' all your troubles and 
trials, (no matter how small or insignificant 
they may appear to others,) to Jesus who 
is always ready and willing to aid you. 

H. E. L. A. 

another. " Do you all see it ?" " Yes sir." 
" How do you know it is a watch ?" u It 
ticks, sir." "Very well, can any of you 
hear it tick?" "All listen now." After a 
pause, " Yes, sir, we hear it." 

He then took off the case, and held tlic 
case in one hand and the watch in the 
other. "Now, children, which is the watch?" 
" You sec there are two which look like 
watches." " The littlest one in your right 
hand, sir." "Very well, but how do you 
know that this is the watch ?" " Bccuse 
it ticks." "Very well, again." Now I 
will lay the case aside—put it away, there, 
down in my bed. " Now let us see if you 
can hear the watch tick ?" " Yes sir, we 
/can hear it," exclaimed several voices. 

" Well, the watch can tick, and go, and 
'keep time you see, when the case is taken 
off and put away in my bed. So it is wilh 
you children. Your body is nothing but 
the case, the soul is inside. The case, the 
body, may be taken off and buried in the 
ground, and the soul will live and think, 
just as well as this watch will go, so you 
sec, when the case is off." This made it 
plain ; and even the youngest went home 
and told his mother that his " little thought 
would lick after he teas dead" 

" As it is appointed 
unto men once to die 
but after this the judg
ment; so Christ was 
once offered to bear 
the sins of many/' 

" T H E CEASELESS WATCH." 
N eminent Christian, was once trying 
to teach a number of children that 

j& the soul would live after they were 
dead. They listened, but evidently did not 
understand it—he was too abstract. Snatch
ing his watch from his pocket, he says, 
"James, what is this, I hold in my hand?" 
"A watch Sir;" " a little clock," says 



PURE STREAMS 

1 i 

T II K L I T TLE INTRUD E R , 
Oil " T H E LITTLE FOXES '! HAT SPOIL THE VINES." 

kAHY and Ellen one Lord's day af- j allowed to go to meeting for the first time J P tcinoon, their mamma being ill, and 
i, unable to go with then), had heen 

alone. Their mamma had been rather mi
tt iliing for them to go alone, because they 
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were so young, Mary being only nine, and I 
Ellen only eight years of ago ; but they had 
begged so earnestly to be allowed to go, 
and promised so faithfully to be good and | 
attentive, and to tell their"mamma, on their I 
return, all about what they heard, that their 
mamma, the meeting room being quite • 
near, had permitted them to go ! 

At first Mary and Ellen were very atten-
tire, not looking round at the other little , 
girls near them, nor talking to one another, j 
They found the hymns and sang them. They I 
found the text in the Bible the preaehcr ; 
spoke from, and listened to what he was , 
saying, determined to let their mamma see ' 
how well she might trust them to go alone | 
ancther time to the meeting, if she should : 
not be able to go with them herself. ; 

All would doubtless have gone on well to ; 
the end, if a naughty little m -use, attracted j. 
by some crumbs of cake that had been left | 
on the seat, and who could not, as a good , 
mouse would have done, wait till the meet- j 
ing was over, intruded himself on their no
tice, by coming on the seat, and eating the 
crumbs up, just as if nobody was there, i 
and nothing was going on. > i 

At first the two little girl* were inclined 
to be frightened, but they soon got over 
that, and became so interested in watching 
this naughty little mou>e, that they did not 
even know the meeting was ended until the 
mouse, frightened by the noi^c the people 
made in leaving, ran away. 

Mary and Ellen were so sorry when the 
little mouse ran away, and t! ty said to one 
another, that they i ever knew the meeting 
so very short, and wished it had Iron long
er, which was v*fry different to what, they 
felt about most me-Jtin. s. 

As soon as they could, they got out of 
the meeting room, and all excitement, ran 
home to their mamma, and as soon avs they 
saw her exclaimed, both together, "Oh ! 
mamma what do you think happened at 
the meeting V" And then they told her all 
about the mouse. Quite a long story. 

Their mother heard them without a word, 
till they had finished all their story about 
the mouse, and then quietly asked them, 
"Well, my dears, and what about tiro meet
ing ? You promised, you remember, to 
tell me all you heard there. What .hymns 

were sung, and what was the preaching 
about?" 

Mary looked at Ellen, and Ellen looked 
at Mary, and both the little heads hung 
down. For not one thing could they re 
member. Neither the hymns that were 
sung, nor even the text the preacher had 
preached from. The little intruder, the 
naughty little mouse, had so taken up their 
thoughts that they had forgotten every thing 
else but himself. 

Their mamma said nothing, but told 
Mary to get her Bible, and read the 15th 
verse of the 2d chapter of the Song of 
Solomon. Mary read it, and then Ellen 
read it. "Take us the foxes, the little 
foxes that spoil the vines; for our vines 
have tender grapes;" and then, as neither 
of them understood what the verse meant, 
she explained to them that Solomon intend
ed to teach us, that seeing " the little foxes 
spoil the vines," if people wished to have 
grapes, they must catch these little foxes 
tint spoil the vines and prevent the grapes 
growing. 

She then made them understand through 
it, that little things were often put forward 
by Satan to call away our thoughts from 
the great and important things of God and 
eternity, and thus make us unhappy, like 
people who have no wine to drink, and we 
should therefore watch against these little 
things and not heed them, or do something 
to get rid of thcyn. 

Mary and Ellen looked again at one 
another, to sec it the other understood 
what their mamma meant by this talk about 
"the little foxes," and both asked together, 
"Ought we to have driven away the little 
mouse, when we saw him at meeting, and 
thus not have let him take away our 
thoughts from what the preacher was say-
ins?" 

Their mamma gravely replied, "Yes," 
and no more was then said on the subject; 
but Mary and Ellen never forgot " the little 
intruder," or about " the little foxes that 
spoil the vines." 

" Keep thy heart with all 
diligence: for out of it are 
the issues of life."—Prov-iv- 26> 
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« FLORA JANE, THE LITTLE SOWER." 

§
N our last number, you will remember 
reading, " The true story of Luck-
now," and now I am going to tell 
you how it was used in bringing 
more to believe in the Lord Jesus, ' 
and how far it travelled, just by , 

being given away by a little girl called 
Flora Jane. This " Story of Lucknow," I 
had reached her heart, and she longed to 
tell others about the Lord who had died for , 
sinners. | 

As she was thinking to herself one day ; 
what she would do to spread the good news ( 
that had made her own heart so happy, her 
eye fell upon the tract, "The true story of | 
Lucknow," and remembering how she had ' 
enjoyed reading it, she said to herself, ; 
"That tract went to my heart, perhaps it ' 
would to the hearts of others. It says just ' 
what I should like to say, if I were old ! 

enough, and brave enough to speak. I 
wonder if I could manage to give it away! 
Only two shillings for the whole hundred 
copies! Then I could get twenty-five for 
my bright little sixpence, and twenty-five ' 
people might learn so much about God ! I 
know that mamma has laid in a good store; 
I will ask her if I may buy some from her." 

So she went to her mamma, and asked 
her for twentj'-fivo copies which she gladly 
gave her for her bright sixpence, and Flora 
felt very happy as she thought of many a 
heart that might be . reached by them 
through her giving them away. But Flora 
was a shy little girl and she soon began to 
find, that not only was it hard to speak 
about the Lord Jesus to others, but even to 
give way a tract that spoke about Him, and 
she felt almost inclined to despair, and to 
return them again to her mother. 

The next day, she was sent with a mess
age to the village, so she put three of her 
tracts in her little bag, hoping she might 
have courage to give them away. Present
ly she heard the rumbling of wheels behind 
her, though she could see no cart as yet 
coining along, so she thought she would 
put one of her tracts in the hedge, hoping 
that the man would sec it, and take it to 
read, for she was afraid to give it to him 
herself. Now we shall see what happened 
to it. Flora fult very impatient to get back 

and see whether the man had taken it, or 
whether it was there still. When she had ! 
come to the place, where do you think she ; 
found it ? not in the hedge, nor yet taken by j 
the man as first she thought, but blown 
into the ditch, and was all crumbled and | 
dirty, so poor Flora saw, that through her j 
cowardice, one of her tracts was wasted. I 

When she reached home, she saw a little I 
boy standing waiting at the door, so she . 
thought she would give one to him, she did j 
not feel afraid to speak to a little boy, and ! 
with a silent prayer, she offered him one. j 
He said he could not read, but his father j 
could, and he would give it to him, so he j 
put it carefully under his jacket. When j 
she entered the.house, she found two visi- • 
itors with her mamma, a lady and her j 
daughter. After shaking hands with them, i 
her mamma told her, she might take her ; 
young friend to her room, and play to- ! 
gether. , 

Margaret Forester and Flora were very j 
glad, and they went up-stairs. and Flora j 
showed her all her pretty things. Margaret I 
said, " And you have plenty of nice books." j 
So Flora asked her "if she was fond of read- ; 
ing, adding she had a beautiful story, and a ; 
true one, written.by a lady in India, at the M 
time of the mutiny." " Oh, said Margaret, j 
I like anything about India. My dear 
brother has gone out there as a soldier." , 
Flora then, asked if she should read it to i 
her, and the offer was willingly accepted, i 
but she had scarcely finished two pages ' 
when the dinner bell rung, so she had to I 
stop, much to Margaret's disappointment, j 
as she was getting much interested. "You 
may take it with you, and keep it said 
Flora." " 1 should like it very much re 
plied Margaret, but I shan't keep it, as a 
box is going out to my brother, and as he 
is a soldier, I shall send the tract to him." i 
Little Flora, as you may imagine, felt so j 
happy, at thinking of her tract going so ! 
many thousands of miles over the sea, and , 
that it might lead some one to God, who she '• 
would never sec, till she met him in heaven. ! 

One morning her mamma asked her to • 
go with her, and visit a sick woman, who 
lived down the lane. She had a very wicked ; 
husband, and Flora was afraid to go in less j 
she might see him, but Mrs. Lane told her, ! 
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he would bo at his work, and that she need 
not be afraid. So she went and found the 
poor woman lying in bed, and she was so 
glad to see t'.iem. 

The eyes of botli Flora and her mamma 
were immediately caught by the sight of a 
well known tract, and Mrs. Lane asked who 
gave it to her ? She said her little boy had 
brought it home about three weeks ago, and 
said a little lady had given it to him. 

The tears came into her eyes as she said, 
" It took my man's fancy, and many's the 
time he has talked about it since; lie has 
been a different man since, and likes to 
read the Bible, and said yesterday, that he 
" hoped when he died, to go where the 
young soldier had gone before him." Flora's 
heart leaped for joy, child, as she was, she 
had helped one soul to find the Saviour. 

Now dear children, does not this story 
make you feel you would like to bring some 
soul to Jesus. You can't be too young, 
and Jesus loves the youngest one, and likes 
to sec them trying to do something for 
Him. 4i Be not weary in well doing, for in 
due time ye shalL reap if ye faint not." 

THE ONE THAT CAN HELP THE MANY. 
I once was speaking to my class 

Of some one very poor, 
Whose home I often had to pass, 

And olt called at the door. 

I said that " many could help one, 
When one could not help many;" 

While waiting lor me to be done 
Sat earnest liit.lu Fanny. 

" Oh, teacher," said this little child, 
" There's One can help the many, 

For Jesus who wa-i meek and mild 
Uncared-for lell not any. 

"My Bible says He died for all, 
And, teacher, ain't it true'? 

And when He comes His lambs to call, 
Wont He take me anil you?" 

Now was not that a soft rebuke ? 
The teacher then was taughtr 

And down upon the child did look 
Quite lost in love and thought. 

For though she was but eight years old, 
Attention she did give, 

She knew the Lord the truth had told, 
When He said all might live. E. n. 

Extracted from The Sunday School Worker. 

" Now whrn the sun was sotting, ALL thoy that had any sick 
with divers dlscason, brought them unto IIFM : and Ho laid Ills 
hands ON EVERY ONE of thorn, and healed them "—Luke iv. .0. 

THE PITCHER UNDER THE SPOUT. 
( ^ ^ j o \ LITTLE boy of five years of age 
U^Jjjjfj said to his teacher, as they went 
(&flg) 0ufc t o walk one clay, " Tell me a 
^©-^-^ story. Please do tell me a story.'' 

• As this was his daily request, the teacher 
said to him, " How can you expect me to 
to have so many stories always ? You know 
no matter how full a pitcher may be, if you 
arc always drinking from if, it will be empty 
at last." 

The little boy understood her meaning 
very well, and quickly replied, "Oh, but 
you should put the pitcher under a spout." 

May not we all, who would teach " the 
little ones," take lesson from the little boy, 
and remember that no human vessel can 
ever be a fountain in itself; the best filled 
vessel will become exhausted unless it be 
constantly refreshed from the Word of God. 
If we cannot, in the first instance, teach 
the love of God in Christ, without having 
tasted ourselves and seen, that Christ is 
precious; no more ean we be the means of 
instructing, and refreshing others without 
daily drinking at the fountain of eternal 
love, and constant study of the Word of 
God. " H e that.watereth shall be watered 

I also himself." Prov. II. 25. 
' He who would teach others must love 

what he teaches, for its own sake ; if he 
does so, there is reality in teaching. "Bow 
down thine ear, and hear the words of the 
wise, and apply thine heart unto My knowl
edge. For it is a pleasant thing if thou 
keep them within thee; they shall withal 
be fitted in thy lips." Prov. XX. 17,18. 

H. G. 
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Gospel Books and Tracts for Children 
To be obtained at the Depots, 

NEW YORK : M. Cathcart, G4 Bible House, AstorPL 
BOSTON: F. G.Brown, 3 Treinont Row. 
SAN FRANCTSCO: C.Montgomerv, 227 Second St. 
TORONTO : F. W. Grant, 39$ Yonge Street. 
MONTREAL : C. Baynes, 4 George Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalhousie Street. 
MANCHESTER, Eng. : B/lIorner, 93 Bloomsbury. 

|g^"On account of the difference of duty on import
ed books, the prices in Camnla are somewhat less,but 
for the States these prices include postage. 

Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be
ing a Sketch of the Life of Muses, with a Map 
and Cuts. In cloth boards 30 cents. 

Sophy's Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 
and Leviticus. 3 vols in cloth, 30 c. each, sold 
separately or together. These descriptive lessons 
in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 
for the little ones. 

Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 
London. Illustrated. Cloth, 30 c. 

OUve Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 
{) cuts, 30 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or in 
packages containing two each of the series, 36 c. 

Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 
packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 

Narratives for the Young. First, Second, Third and 
Fourth series; Illustrated, in cloth limp. 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 30c. 

Helps for the Little Foils. A series of 8 stories, with 
8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c , or in packets of 2 each 
of the series 24c. 

Child's own Rolf, or little hymns for it-tie children, 
({2 hymns) 18 cts. 

Tiny Tabs—for the Little ones. Six stories with 0 
cuts, cloth limp 12c , or in packets of 2 each of the 
series 12c Ditto second scries. 

Goodly Pearls for Boys and Girls: Illustrated, cloth 
limp 9 c , in packets ol 2 of each of the series 12c 

Good Seed for Scattering, with 12 cuts in cloth limp 
9 c in packets of 50 assorted 12c. 

Golden Gems for the Young: illustrated. Four 
kinds. 1. David and Jonathan. 1. Elijah's last 
Journey. 3. Trodden down in the gate. 4. Naa-
nmn. 3 c , or in packets containing 2 each of the 
scries, 8 Books, for 18c, 

Seed for Scattering. Being 8 Picture Tracts for child
ren, 4 pages, sold in packets of f)0, assorted, 12c 

Above the Bright Blue Sky. *18 cents. 
Bible in the Wall. 30 cts. 
Bible Tales. Per Package of twelve, 19 cts. 
Letters to my Young Friends. Illustrated. 1. The 

Weeds, and what they teach us. 2. God's Mes
sage and How it was received. 3. Lost in the 
Woods. 4. " The Will ," or God's love to the lit
tle ones. 5. " I want to be an angel." 0. Being 
like Jesus. Cloth limp 18c. or in packets con
taining one each of the series 9c. 

Children's Own Hymn Book, new Edition. Lr> cts. 
China and the Chinese. 30 cts. 
Bob, the Cabin Boy. 3 cts. 

Child Geraldine, 30 cents. 
Child's Prayer and Teacher's Crown. Illustrated 

sheet, 3 cts. 
Good News Sheet Almanac for 1872. (Illustrated) 

3 cts. 
" Goodly Pear l s" for B>ys and Girls. (Illustrated) 

Packet of 0, 12 cents. 
Good Seed. Illustrated. 9 cts. 
Happy Sailor Boy. 3 cts. 
Ilow Sudden ! C. S. 5 cts. 
I am so happy. 3 cts. 
" l a m bound to let you pass ." 3 cts. 
Kind Baronet and the Broken Bowl. 3 cts. 
Lamb of the Fold. 3 cts. 
Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lotty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts. 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 cts. 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3c. 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sun-lay School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work?&c 18c. 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature : or Spiritual Fables. 18 cts. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 30 cts. 
Happy Blind Bo}r. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Lighthouse. 3 cts. 
Maityrs of Madagascar. 30 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cts. 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Key. 27 cts. 
"What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth bd. §1.00. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of * PURE 

S'ITIEAJIS," to be addressed to CHRIST'R AVOLS-
TON, 04 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should be 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities for gratuit
ous distiibution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 0 subscri
bers for us, to be sent to one uddress, we will send 
" Pure Streams " lor the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. We believe it will be real service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and we say the 
same to those who love the little ones. 

The bound volumes of u Pure Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 

JSTTo save time and trouble, subscribers in Cana
da will be kind enough to send their orders to olJ$ 
Yonge Street, Toronto, Ontario ; and those in the 
States to 04 Bible House, Astor Place, New York. 
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VOL. III. NEW YORK, OCT., 1873. NO. 10. 

T h e T o w e r of B a b e l , 
AND WHY PEOPLE SPEAK DIFFERENT LANGUAGES. 

flMIOST of our little readers have seen pic-
Jjfjturcs of the Tower of Babel, and read 

about it in the 11th chapter of Genesis, 
but perhaps all do not know what the 
word Babel means, and why God stopped 
the building of the Tower of Babel. 

The word Babel means confusion. Up 
to the time of the building of the Tower 
of Babel all the people of the earth spoke 
one language, and in order to stop its 
building God confounded their language, 
so that they could not understand one 
another's speech, and thus scattered 
them abroad over the face of the earth. 

Little children are sometimes taught 
that the people tried to build a tower 
u whose top should reach TO heaven," be
cause they hoped that by this means they 

(might be saved by getting into heaven 
through this tower, if God sent another 
flood; and that it was very wicked of them 
ijnot to believe God's promise that he 

I would not send another flood. 
But this is all a mistake. It was not 

to try to save themselves, if another 
I flood came, that the people built the 

g&iTower of Babel. They were not so fool
ish as that. Their object, as they tell us 
themselves, in building " a tower whose 

lljftop should reach to heaven," was this, 
" Let us make us a name, lest we be scat
tered abroad upon the face of the whole 
earth." 

Now this was pride, and disobedience on 
their part, for God had not told them to 
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make a name for themselves, but to " be 
fruitful and multiply, and replenish the 
earth." This was the very opposite of stay
ing all in one place, as they tried to do, so 
as to make a great name for themselves. 

By confounding their language God hum
bled their pride, and forced them to do His 
will iu replenishing and repeopling the 
earth. You understand now why people 
speak different languages. It was not al
ways so ,and difference of language is a pun
ishment from God on His creatures for their 
rebellion against Himself. Therefore, when 
you hear a different language to your own 
you must think of this, and be humbled in 
God's presence about it. 

At some future day, when God has put , 
away all the effects of man's sin, all people 
on earth will speak one language again, 
and that is a bright thought is it not ? | 

" SINNING AGAINST GOD." 

€ K DEAR little boy between three and 
^9 |L four years old, was one day playing 
^£d& iu a room where his grand-mother 
sat. He was doing something to a chair 
which she thought would injure it, she 
therefore desired him not to do it again. 
He was angry at not being allowed to con
tinue his amusement, and shewed his tem
per by walking up and down the room, 
stamping his little feet on the carpet. Sud
denly he stopped, and turning round, said, 
" Now grand-ma lam sinning against God." 

His bad temper was gone iu a moment, 
and he was sorry for being naughty. He 
knew that when he was disobedient to his 
parent, he was disobedient to God and 
sinned against Him, because God says in 
the Bhle, "children obey your parents in 
the Lord, for this is right." 

One day lie said, " Grandma you ought 
to pray for me." 

She answeied, " I do pray for you dear, 
very often." 

"Yes, grandma," he said, "bu t I want 
you to pray with me; kneel down here and 
pray for me." 

They knelt down close together. The 
same request was often made afterwards. 

This little boy took great delight in think
ing that he was one of God's lambs. 

He used to say, u You arc one of God's 

sheep, grandma, and I am Jesus' little 
lamb." l 

One day when he said this, his grand
mother replied. '• I hope you are dear." 

Pie immediately answered, uO yes, grand
ma, I know that I am Jesus' little lamb. " 

Another tiring which occupied his mind 
a great deal, was the truth which we read 
of in the Bible, about the Lord coming 
down into the air, to take His people up to 
Himself, to live with Him for ever in hap
piness and glory. He spoke of it almost 
every day, and used to accompany his words 
by throwing his hands up into the air, 
expressive of the way he thought God's 
people would spring up to meet Him. 

^ S j ^ H E following account of the conver-
^JIL^I sion of a little boy, as related by his 
fiS^skr (>wn father, will, we arc sure, inter
est the little readers of Pare streams, and 
we trust be blessed to them. 

"When my child was about three years 
old, and while speaking to him of a Divine 
Saviour, I said to him, -Johnny, the Lord 
Jesus came into the world to save sinners— 
little sinners like you as well as big sinners.' 
lie looked up and said, i What is a sinner, 
Papa?' kYou are a sinner, Johnny.' 4No, 1 
am not, Papa: I don't know what a sinner 
is.' I described some of his little faults, but 
without applying the description, and re
marked, 4 Any little boy who does so, is a sin
ner—these things do not make him a sin
ner; but they shew that he i\s* a sinner; for 
if sin was not in him, it would not come out, 
in this, or in any other way.' 

"With blushing face and flowing tears, my 
little one came to me, and hiding his face on 
my knee, he sobbed as though his little heart 
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would break. Laying my hand gently on his 
head, I asked him with tenderness what was 
the cause of his grief; but he only wept more 
loudly, and clung to me the more. I then 
asked, 'Have you found out who is a sin
ner V fcYcs, Papa !' 'Who is a sinner ?' '1 am 
a sinner, Papa!' 'Then the Gospel is a good 
news to you, Johnny; for it tells you of 
Jesus, the sinner's friend.' It was my habit 
to direct his mind to Christ Jesus alone. 

"When my child was about seven years 
old, I wras occupied during a few months in 
a large village, in making known the Gospel 
of the grace of God. Many poor neglected 
sinners were there brought together to hear; 
and about forty of them were led by grace 
to know the joyful sound. Infidels, openly 
immoral persons, and gray-headed sinners, 
were of the number saved ; and in the midst 
of these was my own little one, confessing 
Jesus Christ his all in all. 

"A few of the particulars of his conver
sion may serve to shew the simplicity of 
his faith in Christ. 

"One evening, after a meeting at which 
Christ alone was exalted, and God's way of 
saving sinners through Him was declared,my 
little boy came to me, led by his mother, who 
said, 'Papa, Johnny wishes to say something 
to you.' 'Well my dear/ said I, 'what is it 
you wish to say ?' fie quietly replied, * I be
lieve now, Papa.' 'What do you believe?' 
I enquired, being careful not to anticipate, 
nor suggest. l l believe, with my heart that 
Jesus is the Son of God. and that He died 
on the cross for sinners ; and God the Father 
raised IIim from the dead,and lie is now at 
the right hand of God in Heaven, Lord of 
all.' These were his precise words, and 

i he added, 'I do believe this, Papa, with all 
my heart.'' Giving thanks to God, I asked 
my little one this question : ' Arc your sins 
forgiven, Johnny ?' ' / do at know.1 This 
was said just as a little child would speak. 

"About a week after, he came to mc with 
a placid countenance, and said, 'Papa, I be
lieve more now.' ' What do you believe 
now, my dear ? ' I believe with my heart, as 
I told you last week, that Jesus is the Son 
of God who died on the cross for sinners, 
and that God raised IIim from the dead ; 
and He is at the right hand of the Father. 
Lord of all. And I believe that God has 

forgiven my sins for Jesus' sake. All fear 
is taken away, Papa, and I am now waiting 
for Jesus to come from Heaven.' 

"It was a touching sight, when, in the 
midst of a group of rescued sinners, this 
little one stood and confessed his faith in 
Jesus, the Divine and only Saviour of his 
soul. There stood the infidel and the gray-
headed sinner, and in the midst of such, 
this little one of seven years old, confessing 
alike the grace by which they were all and 
equally saved from sin and death ; and the 
value of that precious blood in which their 
various sins were all, and for ever, washed 
away." 

A COWARD. 
" A coward, Tom ! That's what you are ! 

why don't you strike him, and not walk 
away so, and let him call you names ? Catch 
me to take it so quietly ! I would let him 
know who he had to light. Oh, you are a 
coward ! " 

Was Jesus Christ, our Saviour, a coward. 
Jack ? And what did He do when He was 
scourged, and struck in the face, and even 
spit upon ? Did He strike back ? Or, 
when He was reviled, did He do the same ? 
No ! we are told that He answered not a 
word ; but when on the cross, in suffering 
and agony, He prayed God to forgive them ! 
Shall we not try and follow His example ? 
I intend to t*y as far as I can to be like 
Jesus, meek and gentle, and forbearing and 
forgiving. 1 have not done any thing to 
offend Will, only refused to play truant 
with him, and advised him to go to school 
too, when he struck me, and because I did 
not strike him back, he called me names." 

What effect, do you think, my little 
reader, this good boy's conduct and words 
had upon the other two ? I will tell you. 
Will walked up to Tom, and told him that 
he was sorry that he had struck him, and 
that he would go to school with him. Jack 
joined them, and said that he had never 
thought before that Jesus had set an ex
ample not to light; and that he would re
member it, and also the good effect of his 
companion's words and conduct, which had 
explained it to them ; and that he would 
read his Bible more. Who knows how 
much more good this may do him ? 
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4 M@tHlE»i 41 V \\ 

0\V tenderly and firmly this dear little 
(FJone is held in the arms of its mother ? 
How comfortable and safe it looks, docs it 
not? And how fandly the mother is look

ing down upon her child ? All that a 
mother's love and strength can do for its lit
tle one that look plainly tells us will be clone. 
Wc think it is a very sweet sight, a moth-
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er's arms thus holding her little, helpless 
child so firmly and tenderly. It makes us 
think of that dear Lord Jesus who when 
He was upon earth said, " Suffer the little 
ones to come unto Me," and then, when 
they were brought to Him, " took them in 
His arms, laid His hands on them, and 
blessed them." 

If a little one looks safe, and comfortable, 
and happy in its tender mother's arms how 
much more safe, and comfortable, and hap
py it looks in the- loving arms of Jesus. 
The mother's care, deep, true, and tender 
as it is may fail, and can only last for time, 
for a mother's strength may fail, and a 
mother may die ; but the strength of Jesus 
will never fail, and His care must last for
ever, because He will never die. He died 
once on the Cross u to save that which was 
lost," for all little ones would have been 
lost if Jesus had not died for them, but now 
He is " alive for ever more ;" He can never 
die again, and therefore His care for the 
little one He now holds in His arms can 
never cease, and no one can take it out of j 
His strong arms. His little lambs arc very I 
precious in His sight, He paid His precious | 
blood for them, and He savs of them, " I l 
give unto them ETERNAL LIFE, and they ! 
shall NEVER perish, neither shall any one I 
pluck them out of MY HAND." | 

Docs not, then, the little one in Jesus's ' 
arms look safe, and comfortable, and happy, j 
and that for ever, as we look at it in Ills j 
arms, and hear what He says about it ? I 

Little reader are you in the arms of Je- ; 
sus '( Do you feel He is holding you, just ; 
like the mother is holding her little one in 
the picture. But perhaps you will say, 
u How can I be in His arms like that ? He 
is not upon earth now to take me up like 
He did little children when He was here. ' 
I can't sec Him as people did then. How 
am I to get to Him V and how am I to know 
I am in His arms ?" 

If you BELIEVE in Him you have got 
to Him, and arc now in His arms. Hear 
what He says, " He that bclieveth on Me," 
not lie that sceth Mc, " hath everlasting 
life." As a believer in Him He has taken 
you up in His arms, and laid His hands on 
you, and blessed you. 

Does it not make you feel happy, and 

safe, and comfortable to.be there, by faith, 
in the arms of Jesus, and to know that, as 
you lie in His arms, He is looking down 
fondly upon you with more than a mother's 
love and tenderness ? 

Little believer in Jesus, look up into His 
face, and you will feel His love in your 
heart, and feel too, that His arms are really 
holding you, and that He will never let you 
go. Think too that soon He is coming to 
take you to His own bright homo in glory. 
Hear what He says about that, " I will come 
again, and receive you unto Myself; that 
where I am there ye may be also ; " and He 
may come any day. Is not that a blessed 
hope ? 

In His arms now, and going to be in His 
bye and bye. Happy little believer in Jesus, 
look at Jesus, and look out for Jesus. 

WHY DID JESUS DIE? 

Children, can you tell me why, 
Jesus came to bleed and die? 
He was happy high above, 
Dwelling in his Father's love. 
Yet he left his joy and bliss, 
For a wicked world like this. 

Children, I will tell you why, 
Jesus left his home on high, 
He is gracious, full of love, 
Kind and gentle as a dove; 
So he could not live alone, 
Though he sat upon a Hi rone. 

"We were all by sin undone, 
Yet he loved us, every one; 
So to earth he kindly came, 
On the cross to bear our shame; 
And to wash awav our guilt 
lu the precious blood he split. 

He, who for our sins was slain, 
Lives and reigns above again; 
Where he's waiting to receive 
All who in his love believe: 
This, dear children, this is why, 
Jesus come to bleed and die. 

C. K. 

" For Christ also 
hath once suffered for 
sins, the Just for the 
unjust, that He might 
bring us to God." 

I. Peter, i i : 18. 

to.be
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HYMN-SINGING, OR MEANING WHAT 

YOU SAY. 

^<^^ least I try to be quite sincere. 
But of course words come to our lips so 
quickly that it is difficult to think about 
every one of them. But I really strive to 
be careful as far as I can. Why do you 
ask ? " 

" I ask, because I want to know whether 
other people find it as hard as I do to be 
thoroughly truthful. I believe that to speak 
the truth, and only the the truth, is the 
very hardest thing in all the world." 

ifc I almost tllink it is. I am often tempt
ed to color things a little when I am relat
ing a fact that has happened. It seems 
rather dull and uninteresting if one tells it 
exactly as it happened." 

" Then it is better not to tell it all 
Kitty." 

" Yes, I suppose it is." 
u And yet I am not sure that the truth is 

really dull and uninteresting. It does not 
need any of our exaggeration. But we are 
apt to use words stronger than are really 
necessary." 

" Yes, we arc ; only this morning I told 
mamma that it poured, but really it only 
rained rather fast. I have seen rain come 
down much more heavily than it did then." 

" That is what I mean. I t is so easy to 
say what is nearly but not quite true." 

" And yet I think it is very bad and dis
graceful to allow ourselves to be untrue." 

u Yes, I feel that it is Kitty. I wish we 
could be perfectly true. 

" I think we may, if we pray earnestly, 
and watch ourselves. But, Grace, I will 
tell you one way in which I am afraid we 
are often untrue, and that is in hymn-sing
ing." 

" How can that be ? " 
" I will tell you what I did this morning. 

I sang several hymns over, because I like 
them so much, and the tunes are so pretty. 
Old Mrs. Clark heard me sing— 

Jesus, the very thought of Thee 
With sweetness flHs my breast; 

But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest ; " 

and Mrs. Clarke asked me if I really meant ' 
it." I 

;< What did you say ? " I 
" I was so surprised that I scarcely knew ! 

what to say. But she waited for a;* answer, ' 
so I told her that I had not thought of it I 
before. ' Had you not, my child ? ' she 
said very gravely. ' I hope you are not I 
mocking Jesus by telling Him that His j 
name is sweet to you, when you care nei- ' 
ther for Him nor His name.' It made rnc | 
feel quite miserable, Grace." I 

" I should think it would too. I have | 
never thought of it before, but of course it I 
is a dreadful thing to sing words to Jesus i 
that we do not mean. It is like telling lies | 
to Him, and yet I am afraid I have often j 
done it." i 

" W h a t can we do Grace?" \ 
" I do not know. I should not like to I 

leave off singing hymns." j 
"Neither should I, because I enjoy them j 

so much. I wish—" j 
" What do you wish, Kitty ? " j 
" That we could mean the hymns as well j 

as sing them." j 
" So do I, Kitty. I suppose we are not I 

too young to love Jesus, and if we loved 
Him we could sing all our hymns quite sin- I 
cerely. I have oiten wished I were a Chris- | 
tian." I 

" So have I, but I do not know the way j 
to become one." j 

The two girl's forgot Christ's own words, 
" l a m the Way, and the Truth, and the : 

Life." i 
The next day was Sunday. They both 

thought of what they had said when the 
hymns were given out. 

The first was— i 
u Sweet is the work, my God, my King, 

To prai>e Thy name, give thanks ami sing, 
To show Thy love by morning light, j 
Ami talk of all Thy truth at iiiglit." j 

Kitty felt as if she dare not sing it. i 
" It is not true, and of course He knows j 

it," she said to herself, " so I had better be | 
silent." I 

During the prayer Kitty knelt with the I 
rest. But she did not pray. She was | 
thinking of all sorts of things. She gener- I 
ally did on Sundays. The place was quiet, ! 
and there seemed nothing to do but think, j 
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Bat on this Sunday morning her thoughts I 
were chiefly occupied with the subject of 
hymn-singing. 

Suddenly, however, another thought 
came into her mind. 

" It must be bad to kneel down and pre
tend to pray without really doing so." 

Then Kitty felt quite unhappy. 
u I did not think I was nearly as had as 

I find I am," she thought. " I wish I loved 
God, and liked to pray, then I should not 
let my thoughts wonder about so, while 
other people were worshipping Him." 

And then Kitty did the best thing she 
could do, for she silently told God all about 
it. 

" Oh, Lord, I want to love Thee, but I 
am afraid I do not. I want to mean the 
hymns I sing, and to like to pray to Thee. 
Please make me. Let me be changed into 
a better girl, and be a real Christian. 
Please forgive me, and bless me, and make 
me what I want to be, for Jesus Christ's 
sake, Amen." 

It was very strange, but Kitty felt quite 
certain that her prayer was heard and an
swered, and it made her feel wonderfully 
happy, so happy that she could not help 
thanking God for the joy which He had ! 
given her. 

When the minister finished his prayer 
the congregation sang the hymn, 

" Just as I am, without one plea 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
Ami that Thou bid'st me come to Thee, 

Oh, Lamb of God, I come." 

Kitty sang with he*r whole heart, for she 
meant evavy word of it. And it was the 
same when the last was sung— 

u How sweet the name of Jesus sounds." 

You may be sure that as soon as possible 
she told her friend Grace about it. 

" Oh, Kitty," she said, '• I wish it were 
the same with me." 

" It will he, Grace," said Kitty, " ask 
God for it, and I will ask Him too. You 
cannot think what a difference it makes 
when you sing the hymns to Him, instead 
of merely singing them because the tunes 
and words are pretty." 

But Grace soon knew for herself the joy 
of being a Christian, for she too, came to 

Jesus, and you know He has promised to 
cast out none who come to Him. 

It is not all girls who are such great 
hymn-singers as truth-loving Kitty and 
Grace. But I think it would be well for 
my little readers generally to ask themselves 
whether they mean the hymns they sing. 

" BECAUSE, SIR, I AM GOING HOME." 
A little boy, in Westminster; eight years 

of age was bitten by a mad-dog. Father
less, ragged, and poor he loved the Saviour, 
and was happy. His pain was intense, yet 
not a murmur escaped His lips. At the 
foot of the bed stood the doctor, who, in a 
whisper, said to the anxious mother, " I 
fear your son cannot live much longer." 
Faintly as they were uttered, the poor child 
caught the words, and instantly said, u I 
am glad of it ; I am glad to hear it, sir." 
" Why, my little man ?". inquired the doc
tor. With a beautiful smile the poor boy 
answered, " Because, sir, I am going home." 
For some time he conversed with his teach
er about the beautiful mansions whichChrist 
had gone to prepare for those who love 
Him ; and, having affectionately bid his 
friends good-bye, he sweetly fell asleep in 
Je»us—went home. 

A Jewish Father's Blessing 
on his son. 

"The Lord bless thee, and keep thee ; 
The Lord make His face shine upon thee, 

and be gracious unto thee ; 
The Lord lift up His countenance upon 

thee, and give thee peace." 
As the bird beneath her feathers 

Guards the object of her care, 
So the Lord His children gathers, 

Spreads His wings, and hides them there. 
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Gospel Books and Tracts for Children 
To be obtained at the Depots, 

NEW YORK : M. Cathcart, 64 Bible House, Astor PI. 
BOSTON : F. G. Brown, 3 Tremont Row. 
SAN FRANCISCO: C. Montgomery, 227 Second St. 
TORONTO : F. W. Grant, 398 Yonge Street, 
MONTREAL : C. Baynes, 4 George Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalhousie Street. 
MANCHESTER, Eng. : B. Horner, 93 Bloomsbury. 

(IgpOn account of the difference of duty on import
ed books, the prices in Canada are somewhat less,but 
for the States these prices include postage. 
Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be

ing a Sketch of the Life of Moses, with a Map 
and Cuts. In cloth boards 36 cents. 

Sophy's Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 
and Leviticus. 3 vols, in cloth, 36 c. each, sold 
separately or together. These descriptive lessoDS 
in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 
for the little ones. 

Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 
London. Illustrated. Cloth, 36 c. . 

Olive Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 1 
6 cuts, 36 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or in 
packages containing two each of the series, 36 c. 

Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 
packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 

Narratives for the Young. First, Second, Third and 
Fourth series ; Illustrated, in cloth limp, 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 36c. 

Helps for the Little Folks. A series of 8 stories, with 
8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c , or in packets of 2 each 
of the series 24c. 

Child's own Roll, or little hymns for ittle children, 
(\2 hymns^ 18 cts. 

Tiny Talcs—for the Little ones. Six stories with G 
cuts, cloth limp 12c , or in packets of 2 each of the 
series 12c. Ditto second series. 

Goodly Pearls for Boys and Girls: Illustrated, cloth 
limp 9 c , in packets of 2 of each of the series 12c 

Good Seed for Scattering, with 12 cuts in cloth limp 
9c. in packets of 50 assorted 12c 

Golden Gems for the Young: illustrated. Four 
kinds. 1. David and Jonathan. 1. Elijah's last 
Journey. 3. Trodden down in the gate. 4. Naa-
man. 3 c , or in packets containing 2 each of the 
series, 8 Books, for 18c 

Seed for Scattering. Being 8 Picture Tracts for child
ren, 4 pages, sold in packets of 50, assorted, 12c 

Above the Bright Blue Sky. 18 cents. 
Bible in the Wall. 36 cts. 
Bible Tales. Per Package of twelve, 19 cts. 
Letters to my Young Friends. Illustrated. l . T h e 

Weeds, and what they teach us. 2. God's Mes
sage and How it was received. 3 . Lost in the 
Woods. 4 . " The Wil l ," or God's love to the lit
tle ones. 5. " I want to be pn angel." 6. Being 
like Jesus. Cloth limp 18c or in packets con
taining one each of the series 9 c 

Children's Own Hymn Book, new Edition. 15 cts. 
China and the Chinese. 36 cts. 
Bob, the Cabin Boy. 3 cts. 

Child Geraldine, 36 cents. 
Child's Prayer and Teacher's Crown. Illustrated 

sheet, 3 cts. 
Good News Sheet Almanac for 1872. (Illustrated) 

3 cts. 
" Goodly Pea r l s " for Boys and Girls. (Illustrated) 

Packet of 6, 12 cents. 
Good Seed. Illustrated. 9 cts. 
Happy Sailor Boy. 3 cts. 
How Sudden! C. S. 5 c t s / 
I am so happy. 3 cts. 
" I am bound to let you pass ." 3 cts. 
Kind Baronet and the Broken Bowl. 3 cts. 
Lamb of the Fold. 3 cts. 
Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lotty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts. 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts. 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 cts. 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3c. 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work ? &c. 18c. 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature : or Spiritual Fables. 18 ct.s. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 36 cts. 
Happy Blind Boy. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer ; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Lighthouse. 3 cts. 
Martyrs of Madagascar. 36 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cts, 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Key. 27 cts. 
What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth bd. §1.00. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of ; PUKE 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CIIRISTll WOLS-
TON, 64 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should he 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication*but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities for gratuit
ous distribution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 6 subscri
bers for us, to be sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams " fur the year free, or we will give 
a bound volume at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. Wo believe it will be real service to 
the Lord in any little one who will se'ek to extend 
the circulation of our little mngazine,and we say the 
same to those who love the little ones. 

The bound volumes of " Pure Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 

U^To save time oud trouble, subscribers in Cana
da will be kind enough to send their orders to 398 
Yonge Street, Toronto, Ontario ; and those in the 
States to 64 Bible House, Astor Place, New York. 
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I 
David and Goliath. 
LL of our little readers have read, or 
had read to them, the wonderful story 

of David and Goliath in the 
seventeenth chapter of the 
first book of Samuel. How 
a great, big giant, called Go
liath, who was more than 
nine feet high, and was cov
ered with armour of brass, 
so that no one should wound 
him, and was armed with 
an immense spear, " like a 
weaver's beam," beside a 
terrible, great sword with 

A which he could kill any one 
- Hhat came in his way ; how 

for forty days he defied all 
the army of Israel, and made 
them so afraid of him that 
they ran away at the mere 
sound of his voice. Then, 
how David, though only a 
boy, was not a bit afraid of 
him, and offered to go and 
ight this great Giant all 
alone. How, when the king 
let him, he went forth to 
fight with Goliath, taking 
nothing with him as weapons 
of war, but a sling and some 
pebbles of the brook. How 

when Goliath saw David, "who was but a 
youth, a ruddy and of a fair countenance," 
he dispiscd him, cursed him by his gods, and 
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said he would give his flesh " to the fowls 
of the air, and to the beasts of the field " 
to eat; then how David ran to meet Goliath, 
saying in answer, " Thou comest to me wjth 
a sword, and with a spear, and with a shield; 
but I come to thee in the name of the Lord 
of hosts, the God of the armies of Israel, 
whom thou hast defied," and slinging one 
of his smooth pebbles with all his might at 
Goliath, hit him in the forehead, so that he 
fell stunned to the ground, and thus David 
was able to stand upon and kill him, by cut
ting off his head with his own sword. 

All this you have read about, and felt so 
glad that David killed Goliath, and thought 
how brave David was, but you may not have 
been told what this story is meant, most of 
all, to teach us. Well, in few words, we 
will try and make this plain to you. 

The people of Israel represent God's 
people who believe in Him and worship 
Him. Goliath represents Satan who hates 
God's people, and frightens them by the 
fear of death, and all that he makes them 
think will come after death. David repre
sents the Lord Jesus who has destroyed 
Satan's power over those who believe in 
God, so that they no longer are afraid of 
death or judgment. 

That this really is what the story of David 
and Goliath does represent, the 14th and 
15th verses of the 2nd chapter of Hebrews 
plainly show us ; "Forasmuch then as the 
children are partakers of flesh and blood, 
He also Himself took part of the same, that 
through death he might destroy him that 
had the power of death, that is the devil; 
and deliver them who through fear of death 
were all their life-time subject to bondage." 

All those who through fear of death were 
subject to bondage are represented by the 
Israelites afraid of Goliath. They were 
afraid he would kill them with his terrible 
sword. Goliath with his great sword is the 
devil with the power of death in his hand. 
David is the Lord Jesus, who became a 
man, not only that He might bear man's 
sin, and atone for it, but that He might 
conquer Satan, and totally destroy his power 
over man. The Lord did this first by bind
ing Satan, so that he could do nothing to 
HUB personally, like David stunning Goliath 
with the pebble out of his sling. This the 

Lord did in the temptation in the wilder
ness. David's pebble and sling is just the 
word of God used by the hand of faith—so 
the Lord, we read, met Satan by the word 
of God—" It i:s written." Then on the 
cross the Lord Jesus did to Satan what 
David did to Goliath, when he killed him 
with his own sword. Satan's sword was 
the power of death, and so the Lord by 
death, that is by dying Himself, " destroyed 
him who had the power of death." David, 
standing on Goliath, cutting off Goliath's 
head with his own sword, is then Jesus by 
His death on the cross destroying, by death, 
all Satan's power over believers, so that 
they fear judgment no more, because they 
know, that by that death, all their sins are 
forever put away from God's sight. 

TWO LITTLE SISTERS WHO LOVED 
THE LORD. 

M WILL tell you first about the youngest, 
whose name was Anna, she loved the 
Lord from the time she knew right 

from wrong. When her mother used to 
call the children at 7 o'clock in the evening 
to go to bed, little Anna would run at once, 
and getting on mamma's knee would say, 
" Now mamma tell me something about 
Jesus before I go to bed." And once or 
twice when mamma was called away by 
people coming in, and she left it to the 
nurse to put the little ones to bed, when 
she afterwards went to see her darlings, she 
found her little Anna weeping, because she 
had not heard as usual about her dear Lord 
Jesus. 

Every morning after breakfast, mamma 
used to read the bible with her children, 
and one morning when reading about our 
Saviour's cruel death on the cross, to save 
us from our sins, and from the dreadful 
doom of the wicked, who wont believe what 
God says to them, she exclaimed with much 
feeling : " 0 ! mamma, how much Jesus 
loved us ; nobody could persuade them
selves to die for another, except Jesus." 

When the weather was pleasant the child
ren used to walk in the fields, and along 
the edge of the woods with their mother; 
they often gathered wild flowers, and Anna 
sometimes brought one to her mother, say-
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ing, " See what a beautiful flower God has 
made." She appeared to see God in every
thing. When passing through a field where 
there were sheep, she would remark, " How 
very good of God to make wool grow on 
the sheep, to make nice warm clothes for 
us." 

One day, when the little girls were walk
ing along the road, each holding one of her 
mother's hands, their mother spoke to them 
of the duty and privilege of praying to and 
praising God, at all times, and in all places. 
What she said was intended for Ellen, who 
was twenty months older than Anna. She 
thought Anna was too young to act on what 
she said, but she was quite mistaken, for 
she observed her go into a room and fasten 
the door inside, once, twice, sometimes 
three times a day, and when she noticed 
her coming out, her little face beamed with 
pleasure. This was going on for sometime, 
when a circumstance occurred which made 
it necessary for her mother to speak to her 
about it. When asked why she shut her
self into the room, she hung her head and 
blushed; but when urged ,to answer she 
said, " It was to pray to God." When 
asked what she prayed for (how thankful 
that mother's heart felt to the Lord who 
had taught her dear child such precious 
truth), she answered, " I pray to Him to 
teach me by His Spirit about Jesus, and to 
make me fit for Heaven." 

Little Anna prayed also for others, and 
once when her mother was sick in bed, and 
the nurse had put her and her little brother 
to bed, Anna sent Ellen to her mother to 
say, " that she hoped she would be better in 
the morning," having brought back her 
mother's answer, Anna sent her sister again 
to tell her, " that she was praying to God 
to make her well." 

One time when Anna was ill and suffer
ing pain, she asked her mother to pray to 
God to take away her pains, which she did 
in a few short sentences—in a few minutes 
the dear child said, " Ma, God has made 
me better." She soon fell asleep, and the 
first thing she said when she waked in the 
morning was, " God has made me quite 
well." 

I will now tell you something of Ellen. 
When she was about nine years old, one 

! morning, the children having repeated some 
verses of the Bible which they had commit
ted to memory, and a portion of' Scripture 
being read, their mother spoke to them of 
the Lord's coming to take His people up to 
meet Him in the air; and she said, "We 
don't know when He may come ; He might 
come even now, while we are speaking to 
each other." Ellen was greatly frightened, 
girl, for she knew that she was a sinful little 
and not fit to meet the Lord, and she trem
bled lest the Lord should come, and leave 
her behind. For some days she was very 
miserable; but God was so good to her. 
He made her feel and know that " the blood 
of Jesus Christ," God's own Son,had washed 
away all her sins. She was then very happy. 
The two little girls loved to talk to each 
other about Jesus. 

Why have I told you all this, dear child
ren ? Because I hope the Lord may bless 
it to you, and make you long to be His dear 
children. Jesus wants you to be saved. He 
wants you to be happy. He wants you to 
live with Him in Heaven, where all the 
dear children who love the Lord will be, 
whose sins were all forgiven, because Jesus 
died and shed His blood on the cross for 
them. When He was on earth, "He took 
little children in His arms, put His hands 
upon them, and blessed them." 

The mother who writes this for you to 
read, dear children, hopes and prays that 
she may meet many of you in glory by and 
by. 

" B e h o l d the fowls of the air : 
for they sow not , ne i ther do they 
reap, nor gather into barns : ye t 
your heaven ly Father feedeth 
them. 9 ' 
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THE PRISON. I 

^§sf)HIS poor man has broken the laws 
/n^'f of his country, and committed a 

p%iwcvime for which he is to be shut up 
v J p $ * n Pr^sor f°r t n e r c s t °f m s ^ e5 a ud 
£ £3U never again see any of those dear | 
* ej^to him. Through the bars of his 
cell he is bidding his loving wife and dear 
little boy a last, long farewell. He will 
never see them again in this life. Is not 
this a sad sight ? But it makes us think of 
something far sadder, and that is of God's 
prison where those who have broken His 
laws, and never repented of their crimes, 
and believed on the Lord Jesus, as able 
and willing to save them from judgment, 
will be forever shut up, far away from God 
and all those who love Him. 

Perhaps some of our little readers are 
afraid when they see even man's prison, 
and still more afraid when they think of 
God's prison, so we want them to listen to 
a story about a little girl who was not afraid 
of man's prison, and we hope, through the 
application of the story they may learn how 
not to be afraid of God's prison, of which 
they may well be afraid, unless they are 
true believers in the Lord Jesus and His 
precious blood. 

Little Maggie Brown started out one af
ternoon on an errand for her mother. On 
her way she saw Jack Hill, a poor, neglected, 
dirty, wicked boy, sitting on a doorstep. As 
she passed him he reached out his arm to 
strike at her with a cane he had in his hand, 
but the little girl ran quickly by; and as lie 
did not attempt to follow her, she soon lost 
sight of him. 

Jack had no cause for disliking little Mag
gie, she had never done him any harm ; but 
her father was one of the keepers of the 
great prison, near by, and as Jack had often 
done wicked things, and had twice been put 
in the prison, he was afraid to meet Mr. 
Brown, and showed his spite by being un
kind to Maggie whenever he could. 

The little girl's errand this afternoon led 
her past the prison, and on her way back, 
she caught sight of her lather, who was 
standing inside the gate, talking*to the por
ter, with a large bunch of keys in his hand. 
Maggie did n&t stop a minute; she ran up 

to him as fast as her little legs could carry 
her, and put her hand in his. 

"Oh, father," she said, "I 'm glad I've 
met you; arc you coming home now?" 

"Yes, Maggie, I want my tea; so if you 
wait till I give up the keys, we will walk 
back together." She followed him as he 
did so, and then they started on their way 
home. 

"Why weren't you afraid to come and 
speak to me just now, Maggie; don't you 
know I'm one of the keepers of the prison, 
and I had a large bunch of keys in my hand ? 
With those keys I can unlock the cells, and 
very often I have to shut persons up there, 
and lock them in. Are you not afraid to 
walk with me ?" 

"Oh, father, you do talk in a funny way 
to-day," said his little girl, looking at him 
with surprise; " I 'm not a bit afraid of you, 
you won't lock me up," and she put both 
her little hands over one of his, and pressed 
it very tightly, to show that she had no fool
ing for him but that of love. 

"Why won't I lock you up?" he asked 
again, putting on a very grave face. 

"Because you are my father, and I know 
you love me; besides, I haven't been 
naughty." 

" Haven't you? I thought you were the 
little girl who broke my window last week 
whilst you were playing ball in the street; I 
know I was obliged to pay a shilling to have 
a new pane of glass put in?" 

"Yes, I was that little girl," said Maggie, 
hanging her head, and blushing very much. 

" Are you not afraid I shall some day 
I take you and put you in the prison for 

breaking it?" 
"No, Hither, I'm not," she answered 

slowly. 
"Why not, dear?" 
"Because I was very sorry for it, I remem

ber, and I cried, and told you all about it 
when you came home, and you forgave me, 
and kissed me, and said you would not 
punish me for it, as I spoke the truth ; and 
you are very kind, and always keep your 
word, so I'm not afraid of you, father." 

Although they were in one of the little 
streets near home, her father lifted her up 
iu his great strong arms and kissed her. 

"A very good reason, my little girl," he 
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said. "No, you need not be afraid; your I 
father will never be the means of sending 
you there, while you love and trust him. 
But look across the road! There is some one 
who does not like to meet me. Why is 
that ?" 

It was naughty Jack, who rose from the 
doorstep as they drew near, and slunk off. 

"Oh, that is Jack Hill. I don't wonder 
that he is afraid to meet you, father. He 
tried to strike me as I came along, and he 
thinks you'll punish him for i t ; besides, he 
is always doing naughty things, and he likes 
to do them, and then he doesn't love you, 
or know how good you are; and Jack Hill 
isn't your little boy," said Maggie, with a 
skip and a jump of delight. 

" After tea you will know why I have been 
talking to you in this way," said her father; 
and Maggie began to wish that "after t ea" 
would come. 

It came at last, and she reached down the 
great Bible, as her father told her. Then 
he read, " And when I saw him, I fell at his 
feet as dead. And he laid his right hand 
upon me, saying unto me, Fear not; I am 
the first and the last. I am he that liveth l 
and was dead; and behold, I am alive for 
evermore, Amen, AND HAVE THE KEYS OF 
HELL AND OF DEATH." 

" You were not afraid of your father 
when he had the keys of the prison, but I 
Jesus Christ, the Son of God, holds the 
keys of the prison-house of hell. Now, when 
we die we must all go to heaven or to hell, 
and some people are very much afraid to die 
for fear God should send them to hell. While i 
I tell you what sort of people they are, see 
if you are at all like them. They are those 
who have not had their sins forgiven, who do 
not know God as a loving Father, who have 
not made a Friend of Jesus in this life. 
These people must meet the Lord Jesus 
another day as their Judge, and then, when I 
the sentence is passed upon them, it will bo I 
th is , ' Depart from me, ye cursed, into ever
lasting fire.' 

" Oh, think, dear little Maggie, what a 
terrible thing it would be to be sent into 
that everlasting fire, by One who is willing 
and anxious to be a Friend now* \ 

"Jack Hill is afraid to meet me because I 
am not a friend of his, and he has no love ' 

for me. In the day of judgment, and even 
now, those who have not Jesus for their 
Friend, fear to meet Him. 

" But there are others—those who believe 
on His Name, those who are saved through 
the blood of the Lamb, and who have learned 
on earth to love and trust Him. They have 
no fear when they think of Jesus as the 
One who holds the keys of hell and of 
death. They can look up to Him, knowing 
His perfect love which casts out fear, and 
say, MY SAVIOUR has ' the keys of hell and 
of death.' The One who showed His love 
by dying on the cross, that One will never 
send me away from Himself into everlasting 
punishment." 

Then Mr. Brown knelt down with little 
Maggie, and prayed that she might know 
Jesus as her Saviour and Friend in her early 
days, and so find true peace and happiness. 

THE TWO SAILOR BOYS:* 

OB, "ASK, AND IT SHALL BE GIVEN YOU." 

How wild is the storm, how dark is the night, 
The boldest of spirits it well may affright; 
Behold, those poor sailors are tossed to and fro, 
They're driven before it, and where will they go ? 

Amongst that rough crew are two sailor boys, 
The waves that dash o'er them they deem but as toys, 
Now, hark at the thunder; what lightnings do play, 
One moment is night, the next bright as day. 

The lightning's terrific; oh, how it appals! 
As it gleams on one boy, his countenance falls; 
He says to the other, while pallid with fear, 
" I no more shall see my own mother dear." 

"Oh, do not say so, Charlie boy, but be brave, 
I know there's a God, who is able to save; 
Besides, at the Bethel there's prayer held to-night, 
They'll remember us boys, and all will be right. 

"For mother, I knew, and aunt, will be there, 
And mother has told me that God answers prayer; 
And so, my dear Charlie, we shall not be lost, 
Although at this time we're awiullj toss'd!" 

Thus speaks the poor boy, when crash goes the mast, 
The ship gives a lurch, they think 'tis tl:e last; 
When Willie calls out, " Charlie boy don't you fear, 
There's a God who can save, I feci He is near." 

And that God does now prove He's the hearer of 
prayer; 

The sbip goes to pieces, each heart quakes with fear! 
But the two sailor boys for whom prayer has been 

made 
Are brought fo the arras of those wl^ had prayed. 

A. z. 

•The incident abovo described occurred off tho coast of Northum
berland, England. 
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"PRAY FATHER." 
LITTLE Indian girl, seven years 
old, was wasting away with con
sumption. She had heard the 
missionaries preach, had been a 

constant attendant upon the Sunday school, 
and for some months had given good evi
dence that she was a pious child. Her 
father, a proud, hard man, had once pro
fessed to be a christian, but for some time 
had been a backslider, whose case was re
garded as almost hopeless. 

The little girl had been failing rapidly 
for several days. One afternoon, when she 
seemed brighter, she begged that her father 
might be called. He came. Then looking 
up to him with her bright but sunken eyes, 
she said, " 1 want to be carried out of doors, 
father; I want to go to the brook once 
more; may I go ?" He could not refuse, 
and without saying a word, wrapped her 
up, folded her in his arms, and carried her 
across the green meadow, down to the little 
brook that wound its quiet way over sand 
and pebbles among the alders that skirted 
the meadow. He sat down in the shade 
where the little girl could see the water, 
and the bright play of light and shade be
tween the alders. She watched them a 
moment, and then, turning away her wasted 
face, she said earnestly, " Pray, father !" 

" Oh! I can't, my darling," he said has
tily. 

" But do pray, father; do pray!" she 
pleaded. 

" No, no ; how can I ? No ! no." 
"Father," said she, laying her little thin 

hand upon his arm—"Father! I'm going 
to heaveu soon, and before I go I want to 
know that my father prays." 

The strong man's head was bowed, and 
there went up from that brook-side such a 
prayer of repentance, and confession, and 
supplication for forgiveness, as must have 
rejoiced the angels of heaven. He unclosed 
his eyes; the little one was dead! Her 
freed spirit had fled on the wings of joy 
and faith, able to say, " My father prays ! " 

"LITTLE JESSIE, OR WHAT THE 
BLOOD OF CHRIST CAN DO." 

ST was a warm summer's day, all around 
looking bright and full of life, but little 
Jessie lay pale and still on a bed of 

much suffering, waiting for the doctor to pay 
his usual visit, for he was so kind and gen
tle to her, she had grown very fond of him. 

One day the doctor came and found his 
little patient much worse. He had said 
good bye, and his hand was on the door, 
when something within seemed to say, " Go 
back, and tell her of Christ." He returned 
to the bedside of the little child, and said, 
" Jessie, do you know the Lord ? " she 
fixed her dark eyes on him, but said noth
ing. He went on, " Jessie, the blood of 
Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin; Jessie, 
the blood leaves none behind ; Jessie, Christ 
can save yon, believe on the Lord Jesus 
Christ and tuou shalt be saved." The young 
child eagerly drank in all he said, but still 
remained silent. 

The doctor left her. After a few hours 
he returned to see little Jessie; as soon as 
he entered her room she called him, put her 
little arms around his neck, and whispered 
in his ear these words, " I believe the blood 
of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin, and 
there is nothing left behind." Her whole 
face was radiant with joy, and in a few 
more hours she was with the Lord. 

Little reader, do you know " what the 
blood of Christ can do ? " Let me tell you, 
if you do not. It can cleanse you from all 
sin, " and there is nothing left behind." 
" Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and 
thou,''1 like little Jessie, "shalt be saved." 

" The blood of Jesus Christ, God's Son, 
cleanseth us from all sin." 

1 John i. vii. 
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Gospel' Books and Tracts for Children 
To be obtained at the Depots, 

NEW YORK : M. Cathcart, 64 Bible House, Astor PI. 
BOSTON : F. G. Brown, 3 Tremont Row. 
SAN FRANCTSCO: C.Montgomery, 227 Second St. 
TORONTO : F . W. Grant, 398 Yonge Street, 
MONTREAL : C. Baynes, 4 George Street Hall. 
OTTAWA : Joseph Loveday, Dalhousie Street. 

I MANCHESTER, Eng. : B.'llorner, 93 Bloomsbury. 

OTOn account of the difference of duty on import
ed hooks, the prices in Canada are somewhat less,but 
for the States these prices include postage. 

j Child in the Bulrushes: or a Trip round Africa. Be
ing a Sketch of the Life of Moses, with a Map 

j and Cuts. In cloth boards 36 cents. 
i Sophy's Story: from the Books of Genesis, Exodus, 

and Leviticus. 3 vols, in cloth, 36 c. each, sold 
j separately or together. These descriptive lessons 
I in dialogue form are most instructive and helpful 

for the little ones. 
Ben and Kit: or the Story of Two Poor Children in 

London. Illustrated. Cloth, 36 c. 
Olive Leaves: illustrative of Gospel Truth ; with 

6 cuts, 36 c. cloth board; 27 c. cloth limp ; or in 
' packages containing two each of the series, 36 c. 

I Picture Stories for Children : First series, illustrated, 
cloth limp, 18c. Ditto 2d and 3d series, or in 

I packets containing two each of the series, 24c. 
I Narratives for the Young. First, Second, Third and 

Fourth series; Illustrated, in cloth limp, 18c. 
each, or respectively, in packets of 3 each of the 
series, 36c. 

Helps for the Little Folks. A series of 8 stories, with 
I 8 vols, in cloth limp, 12c , or in packets of 2 each 

of the series 24c. 
Child's own Roll, or little hymns for ittle children, 

(X2 hymns) 18 cts. 
Tiny Talcs—for the Little ones. Six stories with 6 

cuts, cloth limp 12c ,or in packetsof 2eachof the 
series 12c Ditto second series. 

Goodly Pearls for Boys and Girls: Illustrated, cloth 
limp 9 c , in packets ol 2 of each of the series 12c 

Good Seed for Scattering, with 12 cuts in cloth liuip 
9 c in packets of 50 assorted 12c 

Golden Gems fur the Young : illustrated. Four 
kinds. 1. David and Jonathan. 1. Elijah's last 
Journey. 3. Trodden down in the gate. 4. Naa-
inan. 3 c , or in packets containing 2 each of the 
series, 8 Books, lor 18c 

Seed for Scattering. Being 8 Picture Tracts for child
ren, 4 pages, sold in packets of ;")(), assorted, 12c 

Above the Bright Blue Sky. 18 cents. 
I Bihle in the Wall. 36 cts. 
I Bible Tales. Per Package of twelve, 19 cts. 

Letters to my Young Friends. Illustrated. 1. The 
"Weeds, and what they teach us. 2. God's Mes
sage and How it was received. 3 . Lost in the 
Woods. 4. " The Will ," or God's love to the lit
tle ones. 5. u I want to be an angel." 6. Being 
like Jesus. Cloth limp 18c. or in packets con
taining one each of the series 9 c 

Children's Own Hymn Book, new Edition. 15 cts. 
China and the Chinese. 36 cts. 
Bob, the Cabin Boy. 3 cts. 

Child Geraldine, 36 cents. 
Child's Prayer and Teacher's Crown. Illustrated 

sheet, 3 cts. 
Good News Sheet Almanac for 1872. (Illustrated) 

3 cts. 
" Goodly Pea r l s " for Boys and Girls. (Illustrated) 

Packet of 6, 12 cents. 
Good Seed. Illustrated. 9 cts. 
Happy Sailor Boy. 3 cts. 
How Sudden ! C. S. 5 cts. 
I am so happy. 3 cts. 
" I am bound to let you pass ." 3 cts. 
Kind Baronet and the Broken Bowl. 3 cts. 
Lamb of the Fold. 3 cts. 
Little Pilgrim. 3 cts. 
Lotty's Message. 3 cts. 
A Mother's Love. 
Old James, the Irish Pedler. 18 cts. 
Opening Buds. Per packet 18 cts. 
Pleasant Tales. Per Packet 18 cts. 
Precious Recollections of our early-folded Lamb. 3c. 
Rainy Day. 9 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher Encouraged. 2 cts. 
Sunday School Teacher : what is his work ? &c. I8c. 
Teacher Taught. 2 cts. 
Truths from Nature: or Spiritual Fables. 18 cts. 
Voice of Flowers and Sequel. 36 cts. 
Happy Blind Boy. Illustrated Sheet. 3 cts. 
James Fryer ; or Sowing and Reaping. 3 cts. 
Little Mary of the Lighthouse. 3 cts. 
Martyrs of Madagascar. 36 cts. 
Story of Ada. By her Mother. 18 cts, 
Nine Hundred and Ninety-nine Scripture Questions 

for Schools and Families. With Key. 27 cts. 
What little hands can do. A book for Sunday and 

Week-day reading. Cloth bd. $1.00. 

NOTICES. 
All Communications for the Editor of ' PURE 

STREAMS," to be addressed to CHRIST'R WOLS-
TON, 64 Bible House, New York. 

Contributions for its pages must be written dis
tinctly, on one side only of the paper, and should he 
accompanied by the name and address of the corres
pondent, not for publication but for the Editor's sat
isfaction. 

The subscription price of " Pure Streams," is 25' 
cents a year, with 7 copies sent post free to one ad
dress. A reduction made on quantities for gratuit- i 
ous distribution. 

To any little boy or girl who will obtain 6 subscri
bers for us, to be sent to one address, we will send 
" Pure Streams" for the year free, or we will givo 
a bound volumo at the end of the year, whichever 
is preferred. We believe it will be reul service to 
the Lord in any little one who will seek to extend 
the circulation of our little magazine, and we say the 
saino to those who love the little ones. 

The bound volumes of " Pure Streams " for 1871 
and 1872, 50 cents each. 

ISTTo save time and "trouble, subscribers in Cana
da will be kind enough to send their orders to 398 
Yonge Street, Toronto, Ontario ; and those in the 
States to 64 Bible House, Astor Place, New York. 
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King Josiahj and the Book lie Found. 
SpITE history of King Josiah is usally 

J-6) ve , ,y interesting to little readers, 
^K^M because he- was made king when 
only eight years of age ; and certainly it is 
very interesting to think of a little boy like 
that wearing a crown, sitting on a throne, 
and ruling over a great nation. But the 
most interesting thing in his history, we 

think, is his being converted so young, and 
subsequently serving God so faithfully. 

Wo read "in the 83rd chapter of the 2nd 
of Chronicles that, " in the eight year of 
his reign, while he was yet young, (just 
sixteen) he began to seek after the God of 
David his father." Now this, conversion of 
King Josiah is the more remarkable when 
we remember what a wicked lather he had, 
and how wicked the people he reigned over 
were, even though they were God's people. 
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But Josialf s conversion was the sovereign 

work of God's spirit upon his heart, and 
was nnt only for his own blessing, bat lor 
the blessing of the people he reigned over, 
and therefore we next read that u in the 
twelfth year of his reign he began to purgj 
Judah and Jerusalem;" and subsequently 
the other cities of his kingdom, from idol
atry, and other wicked things they were 
doing. 

Perhaps some of our little readers may 
enquire here, but how could God's own 
people forget all about Him in this way, 
and become so wicked ? Now this question 
just brings us to the particular thing in 
Josiah's history that we want to tell them 
about, namely, '• the book he found." 

After Josiah had " purged the land," in 
the eighteenth year of his reign, he began 
" to repair the house of the Lord his God," 
which had been quite neglected, while the 
people were worshipping other gods. Josiah 
told his people to give all the money they 
could to repair God's house, and as it came 
in it was put into the treasury, and then, 
we read, that u when they brought out the 
money that was brought into the house of 
the Lord, Hilkiah, the priest, found a book 
of the Law of Moses." 

For many a long year had this book lain 
neglected at the bottom of the treasury, in 
safe keeping, but quite neglected, and in 
this solemn fact we learn the reason why 
the people had bicomeso wicked. God's 
word bad been forgotten and unread, and 
people always get away from God when 
thev neglect His word. 

As soon as King Josiah was told of the 
book, that the priest had found, and heard 
it was " the book of the Law," he desired 
to have it read to him. "And it came to 
pass when the king heard the word of the 
law, that he rent his clothes." Which 
means that God's word reached his con
science, and made him feel, how wicked he 
and his people had been, and he became 
very much afraid that God would punish 
them all in the way the book spoke of, so 
he humbled himself before God, and was 
very sorry about his sins, and then God for
gave him, and promised that none of the 
judgments the book spoke of should come 
in his life time. 

Josiah felt them, that all his people must 
know what was written in the book, as well 
as himself, that they, too, might he sorry | 
for their sins, and get forgiven, and so \vc J 
read, u And the king went into the house ! 
of the Lord, and all the men of Judah and | 
the inhabitants of Jerusalem, and the I 
priests, and the Levites, and all the people j 
great and small, and he read in their hear- j 
ing all the words of the covenant that was 
found in the house of the Lord." It is this 
scene, of Josiah reading the book to his 
people, that our picture represents. ! 

I think we may learn from this incident j 
in Josiah's history, that it is one thing to I 
have a nicely bound and carefully kept ! 
bible, and quite another thing to have the j 
word of God in our hearts, as that which 
brings us to Him, as poor sinners needing 
forgiveness, and then through that same ' 
precious word to know that we arc forgiven, 
so that we love God and delight to serve 
Him, became He first loved us, and sent 
His Son to save us. Then when we know 
God's love for ourselves, we want to make 
it known to others, just as Josiah did, when 
he read the book he had found to his people. 

"BECAUSE GOD SAYS SO." 
Q ^ i ^ i CHRISTIAN father having given 
LC ĵfcr ' u s child, a boy of about nine years 

CCT^^)0*' a£ c ' a n c a t ^ t J '° *,()°k entitled, 
^©-^ -^"The cleansing Blood," the follow
ing conversation ensued between them:— 

Father. Whose blood is called, "The 
cleansing blood ?" 

Boy. The blood of Jesus Christ, the 
Son of God. 

F. Why is the blood of Jesus called 
cleansing blood ? 

B. Because it clcanscth us from all sins. 
F. Why does the blood of Jesus Christ, 

God's Son cleanse from all our sins? 
After some consideration, the reply was, 

"Because He bore our sins in IIis own 
body on the free." 

F. Whose sins docs the blood of Christ 
cleanse away ? 

B. The sins of those who believe in Him. 
F. Has it cleansed you from your sins? 
B. Yes. F. Arc you quite sure of that? 
B. (Thoughtfully.) Yes, I am. 
F. What makes you quite sure of it ? 
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Now, dear children, mark the reply. 
Some grown christians would have an

swered, ''Because I feel happy;" others, 
'" because I think I can trust Him." Some, 
looking at their own experience hove been 
known to answer, " Well, because I have 
reason to hope that I have been born again." 
But tin's little boy's answer—clearly, simply, 
emphatically and deliberately uhen—was, 

'•BECAUSE GOD SAYS So," laying 
much stress upon the word •' God" 

The importance of this reply cannot he 
overrated. In preaching the gospel, some
time afterwards, this conversation was re
peated, in order to explain to the people 
what was meant by l- believing God." And 
one poor sinner found peace at once. Be
ing arked, the next day, whether his sins 
were gone, he replied, with a happy smile, 
" that ihey were." " How." said the preach
er. - The blood of Jesus Christ has washed 
them all away," replied the man. ""How 
do you know tha t ? " was the enquiry. 
kt Well," said the poor man, "I ' l l be like 
the little boy—' Because GOD says s o ! ' " 

Two others, who had long been anxious 
about their salvation, hut had been looking 
within for some ground of hope—something 
that would justify them in their own eyes 
in thinking they were saved, instead of look
ing at Christ, and God's gracious message 
concerning Him, got settled peace in the 
same way. 

Perhaps some of our dear little readers 
may be anxious to know what is meant by 
believing. It is talcing God at Ills word 
about Jesus. When the Phillipean jailor 
''sprang in, and came trembling, and fell 
clown before Paul and Silas, and brought 
thcin out, and said, Sirs, what must I do to 
be saved?" They said, "Believe on the 
Lord JCMIS Christ, and thou shalt he saved, 
and thy house. And they spake unto him 
THE woi(i> OF THE Loin)." NOW when tins 
trembling sinner heard the word of the 
Lord, what did he do? Why he simply 
believed it, and so "rejoiced, believing in 
God, with all his house." He did not wait 
to ask what is meant by believing; he did 
not look into himself to see whether any 
change had taken place in his own heart; 
he did not wait to feel something; but he 
heard the message from God about Jesus. 

Now, my dear young reader, can you 
say, as in the sight of God, " My sins are 
gone?" If not, may the Lord iiive you 
grace to say at once,—UI am quite sure 
that my sins are cleansed away by the prec
ious blood of Christ, BECAUSE GOD SAYS SO." 
What docs God say about it? He says, 
"The blood of Jesus Christ, His Son, 
clcanseth us from all sin." Believe Him, 
because it is Him. "God is love." He 
iravc His own dear Son to die for sinners, 
" to put away sin by the sacrifice of Him
self." Jesus has done it. God says so.. 

AN EMPEROR'S ANSWER. 
^ j j l p H E following is related of the late 
t J I r S ^ m P c r o r Alexander of Russia:— 
6g^j3y "The first time that 1 was intro
duced to him, after a \'o\v minutes conver
sation, in which he spoke of the evils of his 
past life with a deep feeling of grief, 1 took 
the liberty to put this question to him. 
' Sire, have you now peace with God ? Are 
you assured of the pardon of your sins?' 
He was for a moment silent, as if he were 
interrogating himself, and fearing he might 
deceive himself: then as if a veil had been 
lifted from before his face, he looked up 
towards heaven with an animated and peace
ful look, and exclaimed, with a voice both 
firm and full of feeling, ' I am happy—yes, I 
am happy I have peace,—the peace of 
God I am a great sinner, but since 
Madam (meaning Madam dc R.) lias shown 
me that Jesus came to seek and to save 
that which was lost, I know—I believe that 
my sins are forgiven. The word of God 
says, 'He that believeth on the Son of God, 
on God the Saviour, is passed from death 
unto life, and shall never come into con
demnation. ' " 
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Relying on Jesus, or the Secret of True Happiness. 
jjjfN one of the wealthy homes of London 
H«|[ lived a little girl named Mary. She 

had parents to educate her, servants 
to wait upon her, and carriages to ride in. 
There seemed a great deal around this child 
to make her happy; but Mary was not 
pleased and satisfied with those things that 
please and satisfy other little ones. She 
knew she often did those things which she 

ought not to do, and left undone tliosoj 
things which f-he ought to have done ; this] 
filled her heart with fear and trcmhling.j 
What could save her from God's displeasure?' 
Where could she flee for refuge? 

When Mary was seven, a pious servant-, 
girl came into the family, who, observing; 
her serious turn, sometimes spoke to hqrj 
upon those subjects dearest to Mary's heart.; 
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This did not please Mary's parents however, 
and the christian servant was dismissed in 
conseqacnee ; but she left some little hooks 
behind which the child hid away and read, j 
"If I could only be a Methodist, I should i 
be sure of salvation," Mary thought, until ; 
she read the Methodist's little books, where j 
she found it was not joining any particular 
people that could save her, but it was be- | 
lieving in Jesus Christ. Still the way seemed j 
very, very dark. Looking one day over 
Foxc's Book of Martyrs, U I wish a Papist 
would come and burn me," she thought, 
" then perhaps I might be safe, for it i:s 
easier to burn than to believe!" uOh!" 
she cried, being greatly burdened, " what 
can it be to know my sins forgiven, and to 
have faith in Jesus? If I were to die a 
martyr, I could do it; or to give away all I 
have ; or, when 1 grow up, to become a ser
vant, that would be easy; but I shall never 
know how to believe ;" and the little girl 
was Riled with grief and apprehension. 
Then the words of the hymn 

" Who on Jcsus relies, without money or price. 
The pearl of forgiveness unci holiness buys," 

came to her mind, and the Holy Spirit 
opened her eyes to behold, and her heart to 
embrace its precious truth. " Rely on Jesus! 
1 do, 1 will rely on Jesus," she cried aloud; 
" I will trust Him as my Saviour; and God 
counts me righteous for what He has done 
and suffered, and Ho has forgiven all my 
sins for His sake." Joy and gratitude filled 
her bosom. Before, everything seemed 
easier than to believe; How, the way of be
lieving seemed easier than anything else. 
Thus the light of the glorious gospel broke 
upon Mary's mind ; she became a lovely 
disciple of the Lord Jesus, and grew up a 
devoted christian woman. 

A CHILD'S FAITH. 
44 How sweet it is my child, 

'Co live by simple faith ; 
Just to believe that God will do 

Exactly as He sai th." 
u Does faith mean to believe 

That God will surely do 
Exactly what l ie says mamma? 

Jus t us I know that you, 

Will give me what I nsk ; 
Because you love me well, 

And listen patiently to hear 
Whatever 1 may tel l?" 

" Yes, you may trust in God, 
Just as 3rou trust in me ; 

Believe, dear child> lie loves you well, 
And will your Father be. 

'• To pray in faith, my child, 
Is humbly t;j believe 

That what you as'-c in Jesus1 name, 
You surely shall receive. 

" Go with your simple wants, 
And tell Him all you need ; 

G>, put y )ur trust- in dirist alone ; 
bach laith is sweet indeed." 

PREIWRE TO MEET THY CxOD. 

y U doubt you have all heard or t 
|( great rolling waste of waters, call 
fl|r the sea, which surrounds the lai 
=x in which we dwell." The "story I c 

0 doubt you have all heard of the 
called 

laud 
tory I am 

about to tell you was told to me by 
^ a pilot, one whose business it is to 

guide ships safely past the dangerous rocks 
and sands, on which they might strike and 
be dashed to pieces. This pilot went out one 
day, in his boat, to a ship about to anchor " 
in St. Melon's Roads. Haiiiug the captain, 
he told him of sonle dangerous ground 
thereabouts, and gave him some friendly' 
advice as to the course he had best pursue.! 
The captain thanked him for his kindness, 
and invited him to breakfast on board. Ac
cepting this invitation, and fastening his' 
boat to the great ship, the pilot climbed on; 
deck, and followed the captain and his mate1 

to breakfast in the cabin. . One circumstance'* 
he noticed much, that the captain, unlikej 
many on ship-board, gave thanks, on sitting' 
down to table, to the great Giver of ail 
good. His attention was also .attracted by 
a plate, or board, hung oil the cabin side,; 
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on which were painted in large letters those 
solemn words, 

"PRKPARE TO MEET THY GOD." : 
The captain, observing his visitor's atten

tion fixed on this inscription, asked him 
whether he knew God. A solemn question 
this, and one to which 1 hope my readers 
can reply as the pilot replied, a I trust I do." . 

MYell ," said tlie captain, as soon as he 
was left al-nc with the pilot, u since you j 
know and love God, you will he glad to hear 
how it was given to me to know him. You 
sec that mark," pointing to a line scored in 
the cabin-floor from side to side ; uon that 
very spot, two years ago, I was brought to 
Christ." He then rehearsed to my friend, 
the pilot, a narrative, of which the following 
is the substance. 

Fur many years he had been a great sin- • 
nor. All are sinners who do i ot love the 
Lord Jesus Christ; but besides this, the cap
tain had been given up to a fearful habit of 
drunkenness, spending all he earned on 
drink^ and leaving his wife and children 
wilhout sufficient clothing and food. Uow 
shocking this must have been to his poor ! 
wife ; and how sad for the children, that the 
money which ought to have procured them 
food, should he wasted by their hard-hearted 
father on driuk. How thankful should any 
of my dear readers be, to whom God has 
given kind christian parents, who care 
both for their bodies and their souls. 

This man was, as you may suppose, 
wretched enough. "The way of transgress
ors is hard." "There is no peace, saith 
my God, to the wicked." One of his chil
dren, a daughter, about thirteen years old, I 
had found a friend in a kind lady, who took 
her to a Sunday School, clothed her, and 
taught her about Jesus, whose love for sin
ners led him to die Jor their salvation. This 
lady's heart was cheered by finding that 
her instructions were used ot God to bring 
this poor girl to the knowledge of Jesus. 

It seems that it was by the third chapter 
of John that God had spoken to her heart; 
and on returning from school in t ie eve
ning, she told her mother of this great 
mercy, and persuaded her lather to let her 
read ihe same chapter to him. Poor child! 
She hoped that the word which had been 
such a blessing to her, would prove as use

ful to her father; but it was not so at that 
time. 

Shortly after her conversion this child 
became very ill, and gradually grew worse 
and worse, until, at last, the doctor gave up 
all hope of her recovery. When told that 
her case was hopeless, she chcerlully replied, 
'•If it is a lost case with the body, it is not 
so with the soul." 

Her parents, still anxious for her recov
ery, consulted a physician, by whom her fa
ther was advised to take her with him to 
sea. The mother w*;s quite afraid to trust 
her girl to the care of her drunken father, 
but at last consented to let her go. ns the 
voyage seemed to a fiord the only remaining 
hope of her life being spared. 

Before sailing, the captain took on board 
a quantity of the very articles which had 
brought so much misery on his wife and 
children, namely, brandy, rum, tobacco, 
and so lorlh. 

When they had been a few weeks away 
from England, the ship sailing at a rapid 
rate, it struck just before midnight on a reef 
of rocks. The captain and his men were in 
liquor at the time, but the sudden shock 
startled them all into a measure of sobri
ety lor they well knew, unless saved by a 
miracle, what a sad. fate immediately 
awaited them. The first shock made the 
vessel creak and tremble from stem to 
stern; and instantly the captain cried, 
" Hoist the boat out, or we shall all perish !" 
How musfc such words have alarmed those 
wicked men ! T\> jwrish in the deep, deep 
sea, far from home and friends, beneath the 
dark midnight sky, and with all their sins 
upon their heads! 

The boat was being hoisted out; the cap
tain, who had forgotten his poor child, ran 
into the cabin to get his watch ; and while 
in the act of unhooking it from the wall, 
he heard, through all the din and tumult 
of that learluI bccnc, a low, sweet voice in 
prayer. Turning round, he saw his child 
upon her knees, and heard her say, "Lord, 
save us, or we perish!" At that very mo
ment, as if in instant answer to the prayer, 
the mate called out 1 rom above, u The wind 
has changed ! The ship is oil* the reef! Lend 
a hand to take in sail!" 

The captain was overwhelmed. His own 
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long course of sin; the wonderful goodness 
of God, in answering so instantly the prayer 
of Ids child ; the sudden change from ex
pected destruction to comparative safety; 
all these tilings so completely overcame 
him. that lie sank down upon his knees 
where he afterwards drew the mark on the 
cabin Hoor; and of him ior the first time 
in his life it could he said, a Behold, he 
prayeth." The same gracious God, who 
had heard his child's prayer, and saved the 
ship with the lives of all on hoard, now 
heard the cry of the broken-hearted sinner, 
and received him through the precious blood 
of Jesus, on whom he was enabled to cast 
himself for eternity. Next morning he had 
all the rum and brandy thrown overboard, 
that it might no longer tempt him or his 
men. 

" Is not this a brand plucked from the 
fire?" 

A MESSAGE FOR THE LITTLE ONES, i 
( ^ I I I A V E often, when preaching the: 

,$V>;o-spcl, looked on the bright laces of 
?2J|^ he little ones, and greatly desired 

«f5Qj, heir salvation. And God has been' 
[ J^^ /e ry good, and given me words of 

j^T love for them; and I have seen 
many believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and 
find rest in Ilim. 

But there are many dear children who 
think that Jesus saves none but u big 
people," and, therefore, they do not expect 
to be saved until they "grow big." 0 my 
young reader, Satan puts this thought into 
your heart to keep yon from coming to 
Jesus, and being saved just now. Do not 
let him hinder you. Come to Jesus just 
now as you are. When Jesus was down 
here Fie took little children up in His arms 
a-;d blessed them, and embraced them. 
They knew Him and praised Him. Matt. 
XXI. 15. 

But, my young reader may say, " 0 yes, 
I know tiiat, but Jesus is not down here 
now to take mc up in His arms, and I do 
not think He loves now, as He did then ; 
for He is in heaven on His throne sur
rounded by multitudes of good angels." 

Ah! these are moic of Satan's bad 
thoughts, do not let them remain one mo
ment in your heart. You know, the bible 

says he is " the father of lies." He is con 
etantly working to get you to believe that 
Jesus docs not love you. But Lie does 
love you now as you are reading this paper. 
How much docs lie love you ? You can
not tell. I will tell you where you may 
read, in a wavy few words, His love to you. 
Open your bible at the fifth chapter of the 
Epistle to the Romans. Now read the fourth 
verse. "For when we were y<*t without . 
strength, in due time Christ died for the 
ungodly." Surely, this verse tells you of 
the love of Christ. It docs not say that 
Christ died for "the good," for He, Him
self, said: " There is none good." And 
the Apostle Paul said: kl There is none 
that docth good no not one." 

My dear young reader, you are bad, in 
your sins, and unfit for heaven ; but Jesus 
loved you, died* for you, shed His precious 
blood to cleanse you from all sin, and fit 
you for the many mansions in the Father's 
house. He now lives "above the bright 
blue sky," and still loves you, and says, 
"Come unto Me." Wc are always ready 
to believe them that love us. Satan knows 
that you do not care to believe them that 
hate you, so he tries to make you believe 
that Jesus does not love you. 1 know you 
love to believe your dear papa, because you 
know he loves you. Now, wc have read in 
God's blessed book that Jesus loves you ; 
surely you love to believe Him. Do you 
not? I know you do. Well, and if you 
believe Him just now, what will you get? 
I think, I hear you say, "Forgiveness of 
sins." Yes, indeed, for Jesus says, 4;Thy 
sins arc forgiven." Luke VII. 4o. 

Now suppose you offended papa by some 
naughty act and he said to you, "Well, 
dear—I forgive you." You would believe 
him, would you not? u Yes, indeed," you 
say. Well, why would you believe him ? 
" Because he loves mc and means what he 
says." True, very true, indeed. And Jesus 
loves you and means what He says, when 
He says to you, "Thy sins are forgiven." 
Believe Him and you will know that your 
sins arc forgiven. 

And now, my yoir^g reader, I want you 
to read two letters; one from a little girl 

1 about seven years of age, about her little 
brother who is about five years of age; and 
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the other from her little brother, of about 
eight years of age. 

Halifax, N. £., Sept. g291873. 
My dear Mrs. H.—I have some very good 

news to tell you to clay, so I will write you 
a long letter, and tell you all. about it. 
Fred's sins are all forgiven. Mamma and 
Fred had a,little meeting last night, and 
this is Fred's prayer, " I thank you Jesus 
for washing my sins away, and for dying on 
the cross for me." I think it \6 such a nice 
little prayer. And I can say, my sins are 
all forgiven, and I often speak to Jesus. I 
am very glad Fred can say his sins are for
given. I will send you some texts. "Thy 
word is truth." " For we walk by faith and 
not by right." u Grace be with you." 

Your loving little friend, N. B. 

Halifax, N. S., Sept. Id, 1S73. 
My dear C.—I hope you are very well. 

I am very well myself, and Mr. H . has 
come home. Where arc you now ? and are 
you coming home? Now, I will send you 
some texts. " God is love." " Believe on 
the Lord Jesus. Christ and thou shalt be 
saved." I will send you two verses of a 
hymn. 

" Nothing, either great or small; 
Nothing, children, no; 

Jesus did it, did it all 
Long, long ago." 

" * It is finished,' yes indeed, 
Finished every jot, 

Children, this is all you need 
Tell ine, is it not." 

Will you read these verses for me? All 
my sins are forgiven; because I know that 
Jesus died for me. Arc your sins forgiven ? 
If you believe in Jesus you will have your 
sins forgiven. Will you write me a letter 
some day ? I must say good by. 

Your little friend, w. B. 
I leave these two letters with my young 

readers, and earnestly pray that God may 
use them for His own glory. w. B. 

" GOD IS IN THE THUNDER." 
[CINE day, a party sailed down the harbor 
l | j j in a boat. The weather was fine when 
they started. In the afternoon a black cloud 
arose, the thunder rolled and the lightning 
flashed, occasioning great alarm among the 
ladies. One lady was more frightened than 

FRE-AMS. 
I the rest; her little daughter nestled towards 

her; taking her hand, and looking up into 
her mother's face with a look of pity and 
surprise, " Mother," said she, " God is in 
the thunder; can't we trust Him when He 
speaks loud as well as when He speaks 
easy ? " 

"Yes, my child," replied the rebuked 
mother, with a tear in her eye. "And pray, 
Mary, that I may have the perfect trust of 
a little child." 

How precious was little Mary's faith ! 

~NOTICT~FOR lS7i." 
It the Lord tarry, and so will, "Pure 

Streams for the Little Ones,79 will be con
tinued through the year 1874. The sub
scription price will still be 25 cents a year, 
but in future all parties must pay their own 
postage at their respective Post Offices, ex
cept where specially arranged otherwise. A. 
reduction will be made on quantities for 
gratuitous distribution, and to any little boy 
or girl who will obtain b* subscribers, to be 

, scut to one address, it will be sent free for 
the year. 

We trust our little readers will put forth 
renewed efforts to extend the circulation 
of u Pure Streams" and we count upon the 
hearty and energetic co-operation ol those 
who love the little ones, and who desire that 
the pure and simple gospel of God's grace 
may reach them, to aid us in getting our 
Magazine into their hands, by introducing 

' it into all the Sunday Schools they can. Do
nations for its free distribution, which we 
greatly desire to increase, will be thankfully 

, received in the Lord's name. 
! All communications for the Editor must 
be sent to the care of Martin Cathcart, 47 
Bible House, New York'; to whom also all 
orders for the Magazine, and remittances 
should be sent. P. 0. Orders to be made 
payable at Station D, New York. 

j Subscribers in Canada will be kind enough 
to send their orders and subscriptions to S. 
W. Hallows, Gospel Tract Depot, 8G4 1-2 
Yonge Street, Toronto, Ontario. 

It is particularly requested that orders 
and subscription for the coming year muy 
be sent in as soon as possible. 

The bound volume for 1*73 will (D. V.) 
be ready about the middle of December. 


